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TWO  PINCHES  OF  SNUFF. 
CHAPTER  I. 

A    NEW    LIGHT. 

Yeeelst,  so  deeply  absorbed  in  tlioughb 
that  he  hardly  heeded  what  was  going 
on  around  him,  followed  the  other  men 
mechanically  into  the  dining-room.  Herr 
Eoth's  evidence,  though  its  meagreness 
had  visibly  disappointed  the  judge,  was 
an  unspeakable  surprise  for  him,  a 
thunderstroke,  the  import  and  significance 
of  which  he  was  vainly  trying  to  grasp. 

Two  pinches  of  snuff !  His  brother 
had  been  the  victim  of  one,  and  now  poor 
Herr  Roth  was  the  victim  of  the  other. 
The  first  had  been  the  means  of  bringing 
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liim  to  Dresden,  the  second  might  be  the 
means  of  keepmg  him  there — of  what  else 
time  alone  would  tell.  It  could  be  no 
mere  coincidence.  The  circumstances 
were  too  similar.  And  the  snuff-box  !  It 
was  scarcely  conceivable  that  there  could 
be  two  snuff-boxes  like  the  one  seen  by 
his  brother  and  that  just  described  by 
Herr  Koth.  The  man  who  forged  the 
cheque  was  clearly  the  same  that  stole  the 
bonds.     "Who  could  he  be  ? 

Jack  had  not  mentioned  to  anybody  at 
Dresden  the  incident  of  the  forged  cheque. 
He  did  not  care  to  let  Herr  Eoth  or  An- 
spach  know  that  Hector  had  left  Balder' s 
bank  otherwise  than  by  his  own  free  will, 
the  more  especially  as  he  once  heard  the 
chief  say  that  anybody  who  paid  a  forged 
cheque  was  a  fool.  !N'ow  he  bitterly 
reofretted  his  reserve,  for  had  he  told  Herr 
Roth  all  about  the  affair  the  *'  old  man  " 
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would  have  been  fore-armed,  and  when 
he  saw  the  fateful  snuff-box  have  known 
with  whom  he  had  to  deal,  and  the  myste- 
rious forger  and  robber  might  now  be  safe 
under  bolt  and  bar. 

"Who  can  he  be?"  Jack  asked 
himself  for  the  twentieth  time,  and 
he  went  on  repeating  the  question  until 
his  attention  was  diverted  by  hearing 
the  judge  inquire  of  the  doctor  what 
there  could  have  been  in  the  snuff  to 
deprive  Herr  Roth  so  suddenly  of  his 
senses. 

"  There  could  be  nothing  in  it  to  de- 
prive him  of  his  senses, "  said  Siebold, 
decidedly. 

"  Well,  but,  dear  Herr  Doctor,  did  you 
not  hear  him  say  that  after  sneezing 
violently  he  remembered  nothing  more?" 
remarked  the  magistrate.  "  He  was 
first  stupefied  with  the  snuff,  and  then 
B  2 
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hit  on  tbe  head  with  some  blunt  instru- 
ment— that   is   ray  theory." 

'*  It  is  not  mine  though — at  any  rate 
as  touching  the  snuff.  A  man  cannot  be 
stupefied  by  a  pinch  of  snuff.  There 
are  poisons — cyanide  of  potassium,  for 
instance — that,  when  swallowed,  will  kill 
almost  as  speedily  as  a  bullet ;  but 
they  could  not  be  introduced  into  the 
stomach  through  the  nostrils ;  the  irri- 
tation produced  on  the  mucous  mem- 
brane would  cause  them  to  be  instantly 
rejected  in  the  act  of  sneezing.  Even 
a  handkerchief  saturated  with  an  an- 
aesthetic and  applied  to  the  mouth  and 
nostrils  does  not  ordinarily  produce 
insensibility  for  several  minutes;  how, 
then,  could  a  pinch  of  snuff  produce 
insensibility  in  a  few  seconds  ?  " 

"  Herr  Roth  must  be  mistaken,  then." 
**  In  putting  the  snuff-taking   and   the 
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unconsciousness  as  cause  and  effect,  he 
certainly  is  mistaken,  and  it  is  almost  a  mat- 
ter of  course  that  he  should  be  mistaken. 
If  a  man  puts  something  into  his  nose  or 
his  mouth  and  then  falls  down  as  if  he  had 
been  shot,  he  naturally  concludes — when 
he  comes  to  himself — that  the  snuff,  or 
whatever  it  may  be,  had  a  very  close  con- 
nection with  the  catastrophe." 

''How  was  it,  then?  You  say  my 
theory  is  wrong,  what  is  yours  ? "  asked 
the  Eichter,  rather  impatiently.  He  did 
not  like  to  be  corrected  even  on  points 
as  to  which  he  had  no  special  know- 
ledge. 

''  Well,  you  confound  sequence  with 
consequence.  I  am  sure  that  a  pinch  of 
snuff  cannot  stun  a  man.  I  know  that  a 
blow  on  the  head  can,  and  the  snuff  being 
taken  and  the  blow  delivered  almost 
simultaneously,  it  is  an  inevitable  inference 
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that  the  insensibihty  was  produced  by  the 
blow  and  not  by  the  snuff.'* 

''  Do  you  think,  then,  Herr  Doctor,"  put 
in  Verelst,  ''  that  the  snuff  had  nothing  at 
all  to  do  with  it,  and  that  the  production 
of  the  box  was  a  mere  piece  of  purposeless 
caprice  ?  If  that  is  your  opinion  I  cannot 
agree  with  you." 

**  Nor  I,"  exclaimed  the  judge,  who 
would  have  been  glad  to  catch  the  doctor 
tripping.  "  I  believe  that  snuff  was 
druofs^ed." 

"  So  do  I.  It  no  doubt  contained  some 
powerful  irritant,  which  set  Herr  Roth 
sneezing  so  violently  that  he  could  not  see, 
and  gave  the  robber  an  opportunity  of 
striking,  unperceived,  that  blow  on  the 
occiput,  which  must  have  produced  imme- 
diate insensibility.  So  while  Herr  Roth 
has  a  clear  recollection  of  the  snuff  and 
the  sneezing,  he  knows  nothing   of  that 
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crushing  stroke  on  liis  head.  The  man 
you  have  to  catch  is  no  common  thief, 
Herr  Richter,  and,  so  far  as  appears,  he 
acted  alone.  Herr  Roth  is  quite  sure  there 
was  only  one." 

"  But  how  do  you  know  he  had  not  a 
confederate  waiting  outside  ? "  said  the 
judge,  with  some  asperity,  for  he  never, 
save  on  compulsion,  owned  to  a  mistake, 
and  the  leading  part  which  Siebold  was 
taking  in  the  conversation  evidently  fretted 
him.  '*  I  adhere  to  my  previous  opinion 
that  at  least  two  men — professional  thieves 
— were  engaged  in  the  affair.  I  don't 
think  any  amateur  could  have  carried  it 
out  so  cleverly.  I  should  not  be  surprised 
if  they  were  Americans ;  and  in  that  case 
they  are,  no  doubt,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Atlantic  by  this  time." 

"  What  makes  you  imagine  that  they 
are  Americans  ?  " 
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"  Because  when  any  particularly  auda- 
cious robbery  is  committed,  we  generally 
find  til  at  an  American  is  at  tbe  bottom  of 
it.  I  am  afraid,  thougb,  they  have  been 
too  clever  for  us  this  time.  The  indica- 
tions are  so  slight,  and  it  is  so  long 
since  the  affair  happened,  that  the  chances 
of  spotting  them  are  extremely  remote. 
However,  we  will  do  our  best.  I  shall 
put  the  matter  into  the  hands  of  the  very 
best  criminal  investigator  we  have — if  he 
will  undertake  it.  The  snuff-box  may 
possibly  afford  a  clue,  though  I  candidly 
confess  I  don't  see  how.  It  was  the  only 
stupidity  the  fellow  committed — showing  a 
snuff-box  like  that,  which  could  be  so  easily 
remembered  and  described.  Why  did  he 
do  it,  I  wonder?  " 

"  I  think  I  can  gness  why  he  did  it," 
said  Jack,  thoughtfully.  ''  It  was  to  at- 
tract attention  from  himself     The  more 
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Herr  Eoth  looked  at  the  snuff-box  the  less 
he  would  be  likely  to  look  at  the  owner. 
It  was  not  the  first  time  he  practised  the 
trick,  either.  I  heard  of  that  snuff-box 
before  I  came  to  Dresden,  Herr  Amts- 
richter." 

''  That  is  extraordinary,"  said  the 
doctor. 

"How,  when,  where,  Herr  Verelst?" 
demanded  the  judge. 

Jack  told  them  the  story  of  the  forged 
cheque. 

"  Heaven  and  earth  !  "  exclaimed  the 
judge.  "This  is — this  is  the  very 
devil.  I  never  met  with  such  a  case 
in  all  my  experience.  And  I  am  quite 
right,  an  American  is  at  the  bottom 
of  it." 

"Quite  as  likely  to  be  an  EngUsh- 
man,  I  should  say,"  returned  Jack.  "  Did 
not    Herr    Roth    fancy    that    the    fellow 
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spoke  with  a  foreign  accent  ?  And, 
so  far  as  I  know,  my  brother  did  not 
take  him  for  anything  but  an  English- 
man." 

"  Well,  Englishmen  and  Americans  are 
pretty  much  the  same,  are  they  not? 
There  is  about  as  much  difference  between 
them  as  between  pork  and  bacon.  Yes, 
I  was  quite  right,  and  I  generally  am 
right  in  matters  of  this  sort.  Your  testi- 
mony, Herr  Yerelst,  is  of  the  highest  im- 
portance. With  your  permission  I  will 
take  it  down.  It  may  enable  us  to  find  a 
clue,  and  will  probably  lead  to  the  discovery 
of  the  culprit." 

"  The  probability  is  very  slight,  I  fear, 
Herr  Eichter,"  observed  Dr.  Siebold,  with 
a  somewhat  sarcastic  smile.  ''  If  you  are 
right  about  the  man  being  a  foreigner,  he 
is  a  long  way  off  by  this  time ;  and  you 
will  not  find  it  so  easy  to  put  salt  on  his 
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tail  as  you  tliink.     And  you  Lave  not  dis- 
covered who  he  is  yet." 

''  But  we  shall,  we  shall,  Herr  Doctor, 
and  before  very  long,  too  ;  and  if,  as  you 
suggest,  the  ruffian  has  fled  to  America  or 
England,  the  Imperial  Government  will 
demand  his  surrender,  and  our  Chancellor 
is  not  a  man  to  be  trifled  with.  And  now, 
if  you  will  give  us  your  attention  for  a 
moment,  Herr  Yerelst,  my  clerk  will  take 
down  your  evidence.  Are  you  going,  Herr 
Doctor  ?  You  will  oblige  me  by  observing 
strict  silence  concerning  this  episode  of 
the  pinch  of  snuff — you,  and  also  Herr 
Yerelst.  I  shall  caution  Frau  Roth  to  the 
same  effect.  We  do  not  know  where  the 
culprit  is,  or  what  may  be  his  sources  of 
information,  and  we  must  on  no  account 
put  him  on  his  guard.  All  that  we  have 
to  say  is  that  Herr  Roth  was  struck  on 
the  head  and  rendered  insensible  by  a  well- 
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dressed  man  who  was  an  entire  stranger 
to  him,  and  whom  he  would  probably  not 
recognize  if  he  saw  him  again.  Is  it 
agreed  ?     Do  we  understand  each  other  ?  " 

"I  think  so,"  said  Siebold.  "At  any 
rate,  you  may  be  sure  I  shall  say  nothing. 
A  doctor  is  in  some  measure  a  father-con- 
fessor, you  know,  and  should  be  able  to 
keep  a  secret  as  closely." 

"  And  you,  Herr  Yerelst  ?  " 

''  You  may  be  quite  as  sure  that  I  shall 
say  nothing.  I  am  too  anxious  that  this 
villain,  who  forges  in  Manchester  and  robs 
in  Dresden,  should  be  found  out,  to  throw 
away  a  chance." 

*'  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  Do 
not  mention  it  even  in  your  correspond- 
ence— to  your  brother  or  anybody  else. 
Things  ooze  out  in  a  most  extraordinary 
way  sometimes.  And  there  is  no  telling — 
the  man  mav  be  in  Manchester." 
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"  I  will  mention  it  to  nobody,"  returned 
Jack,  ''and  then  I  am  sure  to  be  right. 
But  how  will  you  deal  with  the  papers  ? 
They  find  everything  out  and  keep  nothing 
back." 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  my  dear  sir.  The 
German  press  is  not  the  English  press. 
Our  papers  only  say  what  they  are  told, 
and  only  such  particulars  about  this  case 
as  I  choose  to  give — and  I  do  not  think  I 
shall  give  any — will  be  printed.  And  now, 
gentlemen,  when  we  have  taken  our  leave 
of  Frau  Roth  I  think  our  business  will  be 

over." 

Siebold  and  Verelst  left  the  house  to- 
gether. 

"  The  Amtsrichter  is  a  conceited  beggar," 
said  the  former,  ''  and  a  long  way  from 
being  as  wise  as  he  thinks  himself,  and 
would  have  others  believe ;  yet,  all  the 
same,  he  is  no  fool,  and  may  possibly  sue- 


14  Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 

ceed  in  unravelling  the  mystery,  though  I 
doubt  it." 

''  Who  is  the  criminal  investigator  he 
spoke  about  ?  I  suppose  '  criminal  inves- 
tigator' is  detective  writ  large." 

"  No  doubt.  I  cannot  tell  you  who  he 
is.  Detectives  don't  go  about  in  uniform 
in  this  country.  They  personate  all  sorts 
of  characters,  but  never  by  any  chance  that 
of  a  policeman,  and  keep  their  calling 
as  secret  as  if  it  were  something  to  be 
ashamed  of." 

'^Well,  I  almost  think  it  is.  I  don't 
think  I  should  like  to  be  a  criminal  inves- 
tig^ator." 

''  Nor  I,"  said  the  doctor.  ''  All  the 
same,  it  must  be  an  interesting  and  ex- 
citing profession,  and  can  be  success- 
fully followed  only  by  men  of  some 
culture  with  a  special  aptitude  for  that 
sort    of  thing.      It   will   require  a  clever 
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fellow,  for  instance,  to  unravel  this 
mystery." 

"  So  it  will.  Let  ns  hope  that  the 
judge's  criminal  investigator  will  be  equal 
to  the  occasion.  Now  we  know  that  the 
scoundrel  who  forged  the  cheque  is  the 
would-be  murderer  of  Herr  Roth,  I  am 
more  than  ever  anxious  to  find  him 
out." 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  that  the  two  crimes 
were  committed  by  the  same  individual  ?  " 
said  Siebold.  ''  You  must  remember  that 
in  criminal  cases,  as  in  scientific  investi- 
gation, nothing  is  certain  that  cannot  be 
proved." 
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CHAPTER  11. 

THE    BLAZING    LOG. 

The  next  day  Jack  liad  a  call  from  Dr. 
Eoydon,  and  taking  it  for  granted  that  he 
had  been  to  see  Herr  Roth,  inquired  what 
he  thought  of  the  case  ''now." 

"  I  have  not  been  yet ;  the  fact  is,  I 
was  rather  out  of  sorts  last  night,  and  I 
knew  that  Siebold  would  do  everything 
that  was  necessary,"  said  Roydon. 
*^  Have  you  heard  how  he  is  this  morn- 
ing?" 

*'  Yes.  Frau  Roth  sent  me  word  an 
hour  ago  that  he  is  no  worse,  which,  seeing 
what  an  exciting  day  he  had,  is,  perhaps, 
as  much  as  we   can  expect.     I  am  sorry 
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you  are  not  well,  Dr.  Rojdoi].     You  look 
as  if  you  had  had  a  bad  night." 

"  So  I  have.     I  did  not  sleep  a  wink." 
"  What  is  the  trouble — headache  ?  " 
''  Neuralgia ;    but   I  have   taken    a   big 
dose  of  quinine,  and  the  pain  is  subsiding. 
In  an  hour  I  shall  be  all  right." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,  for  I  know  Frau 
Eoth  would  like  to  see  you.  She  has 
great  confidence  in  Dr.  Siebold  ;  but,  as 
she  told  me  yesterday,  she  would  rather 
have  your  opinion  than  that  of  all  the 
other  doctors  in  Dresden  put  together." 

"She  is  very  flattering;  both  in  their 
likes  and  their  dislikes  women  generally  go 
to  extremes.  At  one  time,  I  fancy,  Frau 
Roth  had  no  very  great  love  for  me.  All 
the  same,  she  is  a  good  woman,  a  very  good 
woman,  and  she  has  been  sorely  tried. 
I  will  call  after  dinner — if  this  neuralgia 
does  not   come  on  again.     What  account 
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did  Herr  Rotli  give  of  the — affair  of  tlie 
bonds  ?  Has  he — ah — any  idea  who  the 
man  was  ?  " 

"  Not  the  least.  Never  saw  him  before 
in  all  his  life,  he  says.  The  scoundrel 
asked  about  some  bonds,  and  while  Herr 
lloth,  after  placing  them  on  the  counter, 
turned  his  back,  struck  him  down." 

"Ah!  that  is  all  he  remembers — can 
tell,  I  mean?  " 

''  The  Amstrichter  took  his  deposition, 
and  he  is  going  to  put  the  case  into  the 
hands  of  the  sharpest  criminal  investigator 
he  knows,"  said  Jack,  cleverly  evading 
the  question,  which,  consistently  with  his 
promise  to  the  judge,  it  was  impossible  for 
him  to  answer. 

''A  criminal  investigator!"  exclaimed 
E-oydon.     "  Do  you  know  who  he  is  ?  " 

'^  I  have  not  the  remotest  idea ;  and 
if  I  had  asked  the  judge  I  do  not  think  he 
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would  have  told  me.  Thej  are  mucli 
closer  about  these  things  here  than  we  are 
in  England.  For  instance,  the  papers  will 
be  prevented  from  printing  anything  about 
the  case." 

"  Whj  ?  " 

*'  In  order  not  to  put  the  culprit  on  his 
guard.  For  anything  we  know,  he  is  all 
the  time  in  Dresden  or — " 

"  Where  ?  "  put  in  the  Doctor,  eagerly. 

''Not  far  off,"  added  Jack,  who  had 
come  very  near  letting  the  cat  out  of  the 
bag. 

"  Quite  right,"  said  Roydon,  with  a 
mocking  laugh.  "  Don't  put  the  culprit 
on  his  guard,  by  any  means.  It  would  be 
a  great  mistake.  The  judge  is  wise  in  his 
generation.  Well,  good  morning,  Yerelst, 
I  must  not  keep  you  from  your  business  any 
longer.  When  are  you  coming  to  see  us  ? 
We  are  always  glad  to  see  you,  you  know." 
c  2 
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"  Very  soon,  I  hope.  To-morrow  night, 
or  the  night  after,  probably.  I  am  anxious 
to  know  what  you  think  about  Herr 
Eoth." 

"  Well,  I  shall  see  him  this  afternoon. 
Good-bye.*' 

Balder  Roydon  was  as  good  as  his  word. 
As  the  short  winter  day  was  drawing  to  a 
close  he  knocked  at  the  banker's  door,  and 
was  received  with  much  effusion  by  the 
banker's  wife. 

'•  I  am  so  glad  you  have  come,"  she  said, 
as  they  shook  hands.  "  I  quite  expected 
to  see  you  last  night." 

The  Doctor  pleaded  his  neuralgia,  and 
asked  how  Herr  Roth  was  doing. 

"  Pretty  w^ell,  I  think,  but  not  quite  so 
well  as  I  should  like.  He  is  quite  himself, 
but  very  quiet,  and  seems  tired.  Dr. 
Siebold  says  it  is  the  reaction  from  yes- 
terday.'* 


The  Blazing  Log,  21 

"  That  is  very  likely,  I  should  think. 
Well,  I  shall  not  trouble  him  much — only 
congratulate  him  on  the  recovery  of  his 
memory,  and  ask  him  a  question.  The 
quieter  he  is  kept  the  better.  " 

"  Exactly  what  Dr.  Siebold  said.  We 
have  been  reading  to  him  nearly  all  the 
morning — Helen  chen,  Mathilde,  and  I. 
It  seems  to  soothe  him,  but  we  do  not  let 
him  talk.  Will  you  go  in  now  ?  But  it  is 
nearly  dark.     I  will  have  a  lamp  taken  in." 

"  Pray  do  nothing  of  the  sort,  Frau  Koth ; 
we  can  talk  quite  well  in  the  gloaming. 
His  eyes  must  be  still  weak ;  the  less  light 
we  have  for  the  present  the  better,  I  think." 

It  was  a  relief  to  Frau  Roth  that  her 
visitor  asked  no  questions  about  her  hus- 
band's statement  of  the  day  before,  for 
though  she  had  promised  the  Richter  that 
both  she  and  her  husband  should  keep 
strictly  secret  the  incident  of  the  pinch  of 
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snuff,  she  did  not  tliink  it  would  be  right  to 
hold  anything  back  from  Roydon  which  he 
might  want  to  know. 

The  only  question  he  asked  Herr  Roth 
was  about  his  health. 

"  Yerelst  told  me  all  about  the  robbery," 
he  observed,  quietly.  "  The  subject  must 
be  a  painful  one  to  you,  and  you  had, 
doubtless,  quite  enough  of  it  yesterday. 
Let  us  sav  no  more  about  it." 

He  spoke  in  English,  perhaps  because  he 
had  been  talking  to  Frau  Roth  in  that  lan- 
guage ;  yet  all  his  previous  conversations 
with  the  banker  had  been  held  in  the  latter' s 
own  vernacular,  and,  doubtless  out  of  con- 
sideration for  the  weakness  of  his  patient, 
he  spoke  soft  and  low — so  low  that  he 
failed  at  times  to  make  himself  heard. 

*'  I  hope  you  feel  better,  Herr  Roth,"  he 
said,  taking  an  easy  chair  opposite  to  the 
one  in  which  sat  his  j)atient,  and  near  the 
fireplace,  for  Frau  Roth,  being  an  English- 
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woman,  had  discarded  the  customary 
German  stove  for  an  open  fireplace,  in 
which  burnt  a  huge  log  of  wood. 

"  I  don't  know,"  responded  the  banker, 
wearily.  "  It  was  only  yesterday  that  I 
began  to  feel,  they  tell  me.  But,  be  that 
as  it  may,  I  don't  feel  as  I  should  like  to 
feel — by  a  long  way.  You  have  no  idea 
how  weak  I  am.  It  is  as  much  as  I  can 
do  to  get  from  my  bed  to  this  chair,  the 
nurse  and  my  wife  both  helping  me." 

"  I  can  easily  believe  that.  You  have 
been  a  long  time  laid  up,  remember — a 
great  part  of  the  time  fed  artificially." 

*'  When  shall  I  get  the  use  of  my  legs, 
do  you  think,  and  be  able  to  go  out  a 
bit?" 

''  In  two  or  three  weeks,  I  hope,  if  all 
goes  well." 

"  Do  you  know,  I  was  thinking  just  be- 
fore you  came  in  that  I  never  should  get 
better.     I  almost  wish  that  scoundrel  had 
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struck  a  bit  harder.  It  would  liave  saved 
you  all  a  good  deal  of  trouble  and  me  a 
good  deal  of  pain." 

"  Oil !  Heinricb,  darling,  don't  talk  in 
that  way,  unless  you  want  to  break  my 
heart !  "  cried  his  wife,  piteously.  "  Think 
of  me ;  think  of  the  children.  It  is  like 
flying  in  the  face  of  Providence." 

"  Providence  !  "  said.  Herr  Roth,  bit- 
terly. "  Providence  !  "  Where  was 
Providence  when  that  brigand  stole 
my  bonds  and  broke  my  head  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Heinrich !  Speak  to  him,  Dr. 
Roydon — you  are  a  minister  of  the  Grospel 
as  well  as  a  physician — speak  to  him ;  tell 
him  how  wrong  it  is  to  show  such  a  rebel- 
lious spirit — how  much  happier  he  would 
be  if  he  could  only  submit  himself,  and — " 

"  And  be  thankful  for  this  and  all  other 
mercies,  I  suppose,"  broke  in  the  banker, 
pointing  to  his  bandaged  head. 
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*'  Speak  to  liim,  Dr.  Rojdon,''  re- 
peated Frau  Rotli,  now  almost  in  tears. 
"  Speak  to  liim  as  a  clergyman." 

"As  a  clergyman?"  said  Roydon,  in 
a  husky  voice.  ''  I  do  not  look  upon 
myself  as  one.  But  this  is  a  case 
rather  for  a  healer  of  bodies  than  of  souls. 
Though  your  husband  has  recovered  his 
memory,  and  will,  I  hope,  soon  regain  his 
health,  he  is  still  in  a  very  abnormal  con- 
dition. He  is  weak  and  irritable,  his 
nervous  system  is  thoroughly  disorganized, 
and  his  thoughts  are  naturally  gloomy  and 
bitter.  How  can  you  expect  them  to  be 
otherwise?  But  as  he  gains  strength  he 
will  think  differently,  and  after  a  few  days 
you  will  have  no  more  of  these  eccentric 
utterances." 

''  What  will  they  do  with  the  scoundrel 
if  they  catch  him  ?"  asked  Herr  Roth, 
abruptly.     "  Cut  his  head  off  ?  " 
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*'  Oil !  I  hope  not,"  said  Frau  Eoth,  who 
seemed  horrified  at  the  suggestion.  "  I 
do  hope  not !  " 

"  Why  ?  If  he  has  not  quite  taken  my 
life  he  has  spoiled  it.  I  shall  never  be  the 
same  man  again,  either  in  body  or  mind. 
But  they  will  not,  for  if  the  court  con- 
demned him  our  king  would  pardon 
him.  Punishment  of  death  is  practically 
abolished  in  Germany,  except  when  the 
victim  wears  a  crow^n ;  that  is  why  we 
have  so  many  murders." 

''  And  it  is  better  so,  Heinrich,"  ob- 
served the  lady,  rather  inconsequentially. 
"  And  don't  you  think  it  would  be  better 
to  give  up  trying  to  find  this  man  ?  Leave 
him  to  Heaven  and  his  own  conscience.  I 
was  reading  the  Old  Book  this  morning — I 
have  never  let  a  day  pass  without  reading 
a  chapter  since  this  trouble  befell  us — 
and   I   came   across   the    passage,    'Yen- 
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geance  is  Mine,  saith  the  Lord ;  I  "vrill 
repay.'  Let  him  alone.  Depend  upon 
it,  Heinricli,  that,  what  T^'ith  stings  of 
conscience  and  fear  of  being  found  out, 
your  murderer  is  this  very  minute  suffer- 
ing more  than  you  are.  Don't  you  think 
so  Dr.  Roydon  ?  " 

Just  then  the  log  broke  asunder,  and  a 
broad  blaze,  shooting  up  the  chimney, 
threw  its  strong  red  light  on  a  pale  and 
writhing  face,  damp  with  sweat. 

*'  Good  Heavens  I  are  you  ill  ?" 

'^  It  is  this  neuralgia,"  gasped  Roy- 
don. ''  During  the  last  few  days  I  have 
suffered  terribly  from  it,  and  when 
these  spasms  come  on  they  are  almost 
unbearable." 

''  Can  I  get  you  anything  ?  Will  you 
have  some  brandy?" 

"  Thank  you.  "\^"hen  it  is  so  bad  as  this 
I  generally  take  chloral.      It  is  the  only 
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thing  that    gives  me    relief.     But  as  you 
have  no  chloral  I  will  try  a  little  brandy." 

With  a  heart  full  of  pity,  Frau  Roth 
hurried  out  of  the  room,  and  in  two 
minutes  came  back,  bringing  a  decanter 
and  a  glass. 

Dr.  Hoydon  poured  out  half  a  tumbler. 

"  It's  a  good  deal,"  he  said,  apolo- 
getically, ''  but  when  the  pain  is  so 
intense  a  smaller  quantity  has  no  effect 
at  all." 

''  Don't  mention  it,"  returned  Frau  Roth, 
feelingly.  ''  I  know  what  it  is  quite  well. 
When  I  have  one  of  my  bad  headaches, 
nothing  but  a  strong  glass  of  brandy  seems 
to  do  me  any  good." 

**  And  now  I  think  I  had  better  go  and 
nurse  myself  at  home,"  said  Roydon,  put- 
ting down  the  emptied  glass  and  rising 
from  his  chair. 

"  I  hope  you  feel  better  ?  " 


The  Blazing  Log.  29 

"  Very  much ;"  and  lie  certainly  looked 
so,  for  he  had  recovered  his  self-possession 
and  the  colour  ^vas  returning^  to  his  cheeks. 

"  Attribute  it  to  my  abnormal  condition 
that  I  have  not  thanked  you  before  for  all 
that  you  have  done,"  said  Herr  Roth,  with 
much  of  his  old  geniality  of  manner,  as  he 
took  the  Doctor's  hand.  "  But  for  you,  I 
should  have  been  as  good  as  dead,  if  not 
quite  so,  and  if  I  get  better  I  shall  owe 
you  my  life.  I  am  your  debtor,  Roydon, 
and  I  shall  not  be  ungrateful." 

'^We  are  all  his  debtors,"  exclaimed 
Frau  Roth,  fervently  ;  "  all,  and  may  God 
do  to  him  as  he  has  done  to  us." 

'*  You  do  me  too — too — much  credit,  you 
do,  indeed,"  stammered  the  Doctor,  again 
turning  pale.  "  I  did  not  do  more — I  mean 
I  could  have  done  no  less.  If  Kranken- 
heiler  had  known  his  business  I  should 
never  have  interfered.     Good-bye.     I  will 
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come  again  soon.  I  shall  hear  from  our 
friend  Yerelst  how  you  are  going  on, 
and  you  are  quite  safe  with  Dr.  Siebold. 
By-the-bye,  I  was  quite  forgetting.  Miss 
Roydon  sends  her  kind  regards,  and  she 
will  call  to-morrow  if  you  do  not  object." 
"  Object !  Quite  the  contrary.  Now 
that  my  husband  is  better  we  are  glad  to 
see  our  friends  as  usual,  only  we  do  not 
let  them  see  him.  And  none  will  be  so 
welcome  as  your  daughter.  Dr.  Eoydon." 

Among  other  consequences  of  recent 
events  was  the  disajDpearance  or,  at  any 
rate,  abeyance  of  the  jealousy  with  which 
Frau  Eoth  had  once  regarded  Leah. 

"  I  did  not  know  that  Roydon  suffered 
so  much  from  neuralgia,"  said  Herr  Roth, 
when  their  guest  was  gone. 

"  Nor  I.  It  is  something  quite  new  for 
him  to  be  unwell.  But  he  has  not  been 
the  same  man  since  he  went  to  England  a 
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little  while  ago — just  about  tlie  time  of  the 
robbery — and  took  cold  in  crossing  over 
from  Harwich.  And  to-day  I  really  think 
he  looks  worse  than  ever,  almost  worse 
than  you,  Heinrich." 

''  Then  he  is  a  scarecrow,  and  no  mistake. 
For  when  I  looked  into  the  glass  this  morn- 
ing, it  required  a  great  effort  to  believe 
that  the  face  I  saw  reflected  there  was  my 


own." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A   TEMPTING    OFFER. 

On  the  evening  after  Roy  don's  visit  to  the 
Roths,  John  Verelst  called  at  the  Doctor's 
house  in  Halbe  Gasse.  Leah  was  out — 
gone  to  see  Frau  Roth,  her  father  said. 
He  looked  weary  and  woebegone,  com- 
plained of  his  "  confounded  neuralgia," 
and  was  so  absent  that  he  evidently  did 
not  hear  half  Jack  said,  and  often  answered 
his  remarks  at  random.  Then  he  would 
rouse  himself,  apologize  for  his  remissness, 
and  observe  that  continued  neuralgia  quite 
shattered  a  man's  nerves,  and  that  he  was 
stupid  from  loss  of  sleep. 
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''You  saw  Herr  Eoth  yesterday — 
what  do  you  tliink  of  him  ? "  asked 
Jack. 

*'  Roth — Roth  !  Oh,  yes,  I  saw  him,  of 
course.     Yes,  I  saw  Herr  Roth  yesterday." 

''  Did  you  find  him  l^etter  ?  " 

''  Very  much.  I  mean  a  httle.  He  has 
got  his  memory  back,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  I  know.  But  do  yoii  think  he 
will  pull  through  ?  " 

No  answer. 

"  I  was  asking,"  repeated  Jack  ;  "  I  was 
asking,  if  you  think  the  old  man  will  pull 
through." 

"  Pull  through  !  Of  course  he  will — 
ah  !  what  a  twinge  that  was  !  "  (putting  his 
hand  to  his  face).  ""  Did  you  ever  have 
neuralgia  ?  " 

"  Never." 

"  Fortunate  man  !  What  was  it  ? 
Oil,  yes!     You  were    asking  about  Herr 

VOL.    TIT.  D 
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Rotli.  He  lias  got  his  memory  back,  you 
know,  and  with  care — Pull  through !  Of 
course  lie  Avill  pull  through — at  least,  that 
is  my  opinion.  The  case  is  not  mine, 
though,  it  is  Siebold's ;  better  ask  him. 
Have  you — ah — heard  anything  more 
about  this  famous  criminal  investi- 
gator ?  " 

^'Xo." 

''If  you  do,  I  wish — I  should  be  glad  if 
you  would  let  me  know.  I  take  great  in- 
terest— very  great  interest — in  the  case," 
said  Roydon,  with  a  convulsive  twitching 
of  the  lips,  which  showed  how  much  he 
was  suffering. 

''  Naturally.  So  does  everybody.  I 
only  hope  he  may  catch  the  ruffian.  I 
should  like  to  see  him  swing." 

''  Which — the  criminal  investigator  or 
the — ah — the  other  gentleman  ?  " 

''  The    other  gentleman,  of  course — the 
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criminal,  not  the  criminal  investigator," 
returned  Jack,  who  did  not  quite  appreciate 
the  humour  of  the  Doctor's  joke. 

"  Swingf,  swino- 1  that  means  liangfed, 
doesn't  it?" 

'^  Yq?>,  hano'ed  bv  the  neck  until  he's 
dead." 

"  But  they  don't  hang  people  in  this 
countrv,  I  think,"  said  the  Doctor,  feeling 
nervously  about  his  cravat. 

''  Xo,  they  behead  them.  Well,  behead- 
in  2^  would  do  almost  as  welh" 

'•'  I  did  not  think  you  were  of  so  san- 
guinary a  disposition,  Mr.  Verelst." 

'*  Xor  am  I.  At  any  rate,  not  in  a 
general  way  ;  but  this  is  an  exceptional 
case,  and  as  for  this  fellow,  I  confess  it,  I  do 
feel  rather  bloodthirsty.  See  what  trouble 
and  confusion  he  has  wrought !  And  if  he 
gets  dropped  upon,  and  the  old  man  does 
not  o-et  better,  he  will  have  a  narrow 
D  2 
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squeak  for  his  life,  though  the  King  does 
dishke  to  sign  death  warrants." 

"Who  says  so?" 

"  Several  people.  And  I  heard  yester- 
day that  the  King  takes  a  personal  interest 
in  the  case,  and  is  verj^  much  concerned 
that  such  a  crime  should  be  committed  in 
the  very  heart  of  the  city,  and  the  perpe- 
trator get  off  scot  free.  He  has  urged  the 
police  to  leave  no  stone  unturned." 

Here  the  Doctor  made  a  grimace,  and 
put  his  hand  to  his  face  again. 

"  Your  neuralgia  is  worse,"  said  Jack, 
pityingly. 

''  A  little,  but  it  will  soon  pass.  Would 
you  mind,  please,  reaching  me  the  cognac 
— it  is  there,  on  the  chiffonier  ?  " 

Verelst  did  as  as  he  was  asked,  and 
E-oydon,  seizing  the  decanter  eagerly, 
poured  out  and  drank  off  two  liqueur 
glasses  in  rapid  succession. 
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This  seemed  to  \^\^S\.  liim  together;  he 
became  more  cheerful  and  collected,  offered 
Jack  brandy,  which  he  declined,  and  a 
cigar,  which  he  accepted.  "When  the 
cigar  was  finished  Jack  took  liis  leave  ;  he 
inferred  from  his  manner  that  the  Doctor 
desired  to  be  left  alone,  and  thonght  that 
if  he  strolled  towards  the  Old  Bridge  he 
might  probably  see  something  of  Leah, 
though,  as  she  would  almost  certainly 
come  back  in  a  droshky,  the  probability 
was  rather  remote. 

As  Jack  went  away,  however,  his 
thoughts  were  rather  of  the  father  than 
the  daughter. 

"Roydon  is  evidently  a  great  sufferer 
from  neuralgia  just  now — there  is  no  doubt 
about  that,"  he  soliloquized ;  *'  but  there  is 
something  else ;  those  random  answers, 
and  that  absent  manner,  are  not  caused 
altogrether   bv  face-ache.     There  is  some- 
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tiling  on  his  mind — money  troubles,  I 
suppose.  Still,  I  don't  see  liow  that  can 
be.  He  met  the  bill  all  right,  and  I  told 
him  that  he  might  pa\^  the  balance  at  his 
own  convenience,  "which  means  practically 
— and  he  knows  it  does — that  he  need  not 
pay  it  at  all  unless  he  likes.  Has  he  been 
buying  more  books,  I  wonder  ?  I  hope  he 
is  not  beginning  to  drink,  but  he  certainly 
took  very  kindly  to  that  cognac ;  and  liow 
his  hands  trembled  !     Poor  Leah  !  " 

While  Verelst  was  soliloquizing,  Roydon 
was  helping  himself  to  a  third  glass  of 
cognac. 

^'It  is  a  fatal  remedy,"  he  murmured, 
''  fatal,  fatal  ;  but  without  it  I  shall  either 
go  mad  or  betray  myself.  Good  God,  if 
they  only — if  they  only — knew  !  "  and, 
burying  his  face  in  his  hands,  the  Doctor 
groaned  aloud.  "  If  they  only  knew — 
Leah,      Roth,     Yerelst  ! "     he     repeated. 
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*'AYill  they  ever  know?"  (starting  from 
his  chair,  and  pacing  wildly  about  the 
room).  "  Impossible  !  Xobody  suspects, 
nobody  can  suspect.  There  is  not  a  single 
clue. — But  this  criminal  investio-ator  I 
Bah  !  I  have  nothing  to  fear  from  him. 
no  more  than  from  the  clumsv  indignation 
of  our  friend  Yerelst.  I  think  detectives 
must  be  appointed  by  some  peculiar  pro- 
cess of  selection  which  favours  the  unfittest. 
All  the  same,  I  must  be  cautious  and  watch 
myself.  If  I  lose  my  nerve  I  shall  be 
undone.  Heavens,  what  a  life  !  Oh,  these 
books,  these  books,  what  have  they  brought 
me  to  I  I  will  never  buy  another,  never, 
never,  I  swear  it.  YTould  that  I  had  never 
seen  one — would — Good  heavens,  what  is 
that  ?  "  starting  violently.  "  Only  a  knock 
at  the  door ;  how  absurdly  nervous  I  am 
getting.  Come  in  I  "  throwing  himself 
hurriedly  into  a  chair,  and  taking  up  a  book. 
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"  AYhat  is  it,  Nettschen  ?  " 

''  A  letter,  and  the  boy  who  brouglit  it 
is  waiting:  for  an  answer." 

*'  Tell  liim  he  sliall  have  his  answer  in  a 
few  minutes," 

"Ah!  from  old  Simon"  (reading). 

"  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  offer  you  a 
rare  prize,  an  illustrated  copy  of  Lenck- 
feldi's  Reeum  Germaniarcjm,  in  2  vols.j 
published  at  Frankfort-on-the-Main,  a.d. 
1707,  quite  perfect,  and  the  fine  binding 
in  a  state  of  excellent  preservation.  I  got 
it  only  yesterday,  a  great  bargain,  and  if 
you  take  it  at  once  wall  let  you  have  the 
copy  at  a  very  slight  advance  on  first  cost, 
say  1500  marks  (75/.).  An  answer  by 
bearer  will  oblige,  as  I  may  have  a  pur- 
chaser any  moment." 

Roy  don's  eyes  glistened. 

''  A  Rerum  Germaniarum  ! "  he  ex- 
claimed; ''illustrated,  too.     I  have  been 
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looking  for  sucli  a  copy  a  long  time.  A 
perfect  copy  I  What  a  splendid  addition  it 
would  make  to  my  collection !  In  fact,  with- 
out it  my  collection  will  not  be  complete. 
And  the  price  is  a  mere  bagatelle.  Fifteen 
hundred  marks  !  Why,  it  is  worth  two 
thousand  of  anybody's  money.  And  as 
Roths  will  not  press  me  for  that  balance, 
I  can  afford  it — But  I  promised  Leah,  and 
I  swore  only  just  now.  Xo  I  I  had  better 
not;  in  fact,  I  must  not. — Still,  a  Rerl'm 
GEKMAXiAiirM  of  1707  I  I  will — yes,  I  will 
think  about  it.  I  need  not  decide  now; 
old  Simon  will  have  none  of  those  pur- 
chasers he  talks  about  to-night.  I  shall 
not  write,  though ;  a  message  will  do " 
(ringing  the  bell). 

"Nettschen!" 

''  Yes,  Herr  Doctor." 

*'  Tell  that  boy  to  say  to  Herr  Simon 
that  I  w^ill  call  to-morrow." 
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"  Yes,  Herr  Doctor,"  and  the  girl  turned 
towards  the  door. 

"  Wait  a  moment,  Nettschen.  Saj  that 
I  will  call  and  look  at  the  book  he  men- 
tions." 

''  Yes,  Herr  Doctor." 

''  He  will  understand  that,"  murmured 
Eoydon,  as  Nettschen's  skirts  whisked  out 
of  the  doorway,  ''  and  is  sure  not  to  part 
with  the  copy  before  he  sees  me.  Yes,  a 
rare  prize !  Leah  will  be  very  angry 
though.  But  she  need  not  know,  and  I 
can  put  the  volumes  where  they  will '  not 
be  seen.  To  let  such  a  chance  slip  would 
be  almost  a  siu. 
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CHAPTER  TV. 

THE  CRIMINAL  INVESTIGATOR. 

''  Come  in !  "  said  Jack,  in  answer  to  a 
knock  at  his  door.  He  was  looking  over 
some  accounts  in  Herr  Roth's  private 
roora,  which  he  now  generally  occupied. 

Whereupon  the  door  opened,  and  there 
entered  A^on  Ehrenberg,  his  hat  in  one 
hand,  the  inevitable  cigar  in  the  other. 

*'  Good  day,  Mr.  Verelst.  I  hope  I  don't 
interfere  witli  business  !  But  if  you  can 
give  me  a  few  minutes  I  should  like  to 
have  a  word  or  two  with  you  on  a  matter 
of  some  importance,  in  which,  I  believe, 
you  take  great  interest." 

"  I  am  quite  at  your  service,  Herr  von 
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Elirenberg,"  returned  Verelst,  pushing  his 
papers  promptly  aside,  for  he  was  much 
impressecf  with  the  gravity  and  earnestness 
of  his  visitor's  manner.  "  This  is  an 
unexpected  pleasure.  I  thouglit  you  were 
in  Berlin." 

"  So  I  was,  and  I  shoukl  not  have  re- 
turned so  soon  if  1  had  not  been  par- 
ticulary  requested  to  do  so.  AVill  you 
kindly  glance  over  this  note  ?  As  we  are 
comparative  strangers,  and  I  shall  have 
to  ask  for  your  confidence,  possibly  your 
co-operation,  it  is  well  you  should  see  my 
credentials." 

The  note  consisted  of  a  few  lines 
from  the  Amtsrichter  to  the  effect  that 
the  bearer,  Herr  von  Ehrenberg,  was  an 
honourable  gentleman,  occupying  a  high 
position,  in  whom  he  could  put  the  most 
implicit  trust,  and  concluded  tbus :  **  I 
pray  you  to  give  him  every  information  in 
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your   power   touching   tlie  affairs   lie  will 
explain  to  you." 

"  Certainly.  I  shall  be  happy  to  do 
whatever  I  can,"  said  Jack,  laying  down 
the  note.     What  may  be  ? — " 

"  The  object  of  m}^  visit  ?  "  struck  in  Yon 
Ehrenberg  ;  "  it  is  about  the  affair  Roth." 

*'  I  thought  as  much.  You  are  the 
criminal  investigator,  then  ?  " 

"  That,  and  something  more,  Mr. 
Yerelst,  "  returned  Yon  Ehrenberg,  with 
dignity.  "  At  any  rate,  I  am  not  a  common 
detective.  I  enjoy  the  confidence  of  more 
than  one  European  Government.  When 
our  Foreign  Office  finds  it  necessary  to 
undertake  a  delicate  investigation,  or 
desires  to  unravel  a  diplomatic  mystery,  the 
work  is  almost  invariably  entrusted  to  me, 
and  I  may  say  that  I  generally  succeed.  I 
am  also  in  relations  with  our  secret  police, 
but  I  accept  no  job,  as  you  would  say  in 


46  Tzuo  Pinches  of  Siticff. 

England,  tliat  does  not  interest  me,  for  I 
am,  above  everything  else,  a  student  of 
psychology,  and  I  take  a  real  pleasure  in 
unravelling  complicated  cases.  You  may, 
probably,  consider  it  a  not  very  elevated 
function.  But  every  man  to  liis  measure 
— the  -work  he  likes  best  and  does  best. 
And  I  am  a  gentleman  both  by  birth  and 
education,  Mr.  Verelst.  I  took  a  degree 
at  the  University  of  Berlin  ;  I  have  half  a 
dozen  languages  at  my  finger  ends ;  and 
there  is  not  a  great  European  city  where 
I  am  not  as  much  at  home  as  you  are  in 
London. 

''I  do  not  say  this  by  way  of  boasting," 
continued  Von  Ehrenberg,  who  spoke 
quietly  and  naturally,  "  but  in  order  that 
you  may  know  with  whom  you  have  to  do, 
and  that  you  may  safely  give  me  your 
confidence." 

"  I      required    no     assurance    on    that 
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score,"  said  Jack.  "  I  saw  from  the  first 
that  you  were  a  gentleman.  I  thought 
you  were  also  a  bibliophile"   (smiling). 

''  So  I  am,  in  a  small  way.  But  I  have 
sometimes  to  assume  a  character  not  my 
own,  Mr.  Yerelst,  and  I  assumed  that  of 
bibliophile  for  a  reason  I  will  explain 
another  time,  when  we  are  both  more  at 
leisure.  The  Public  Prosecutor,  at  whose 
pressing  request  I  have  taken  this  matter 
in  hand,  has  shown  me  your  deposition, 
which  I  have  carefully  read.  You  think 
the  man  who  defrauded  your  brother  also 
robbed  Herr  Roth  ?  " 

"I  do.  The  cases  are  so  similar,  and 
that  snuffbox — " 

"Precisely.     I    am    also    of    the    same 
opinion.     Do  you  suspect  anybody?  " 
•"No." 

"I  will  put  my  question  in  another 
shape.     Do    you    know  of   anj^body    wlio 
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could  possibh"  liave  forged  tlie  cheque? 
I  do  not  mean  who  is  likely  to  have  com- 
mitted such  a  crime.  I  mean,  can  you 
think  of  anybody — assuming  that  he  had 
a  sufficient  motive — who  might,  could,  or 
would  have  committed  it  ?  " 

"  No,  how  can  I  ?  Remember  it 
was  my  brother,  not  I,  who  was  in  the 
Balder' s  bank  at  the  time.  Have  you 
formed  any  theory  on  the  subject  your- 
self?" 

''  I  never  form  theories.  It  is  dan- 
gerous. They  are  apt  to  run  away  with 
yor..  Theorists  try  to  bend  facts  to  their 
theories,  instead  of  making  their  theories 
conform  to  facts.  My  method  is  very 
simple — all  science  is  simple — I  get  hold 
of  a  few  facts,  verify  them,  and  then  make 
m}^  inductions.  Herein  lies  the  difficulty. 
Nothing  is  so  easy  as  to  make  a  false 
induction." 
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*'  Have  you  made  any  inductions  in  this 
case  ?" 

^'  Hardly.  The  facts  as  yet  are  too 
few.  But  I  have  raade  an  attempt  at  one, 
which,  pending  further  information,  may 
serve  as  a  fair  working  hypothesis." 

''Would  you  mind  telhng  me  what  it 
is,  Herr  von  Ehrenberg  ? "  said  Jack, 
eagerly.  "  You  see,  the  fact  of  both  my 
brother  and  Herr  Eoth  being  concerned  in 
the  case  makes  it  to  me  doubly  interest- 
ing." And  then  he  told  Von  Ehrenberg 
how  much  Hector  was  suffering  from  the 
suspicion  that  he  himself  was  the  forger 
of  the  cheque  which  he  had  received 
from  the  man  with  the  snuff-box. 

"  Ah  !  Is  that  indeed  so  ?  It  is  true 
what  your  great  Carlyle  has  said  :  '  Most 
men  are  fools.'  This  is  an  additional 
reason  for  prosecuting  our  investigation 
to  a  successful  issue.     Unless  we  are  very 
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mucli  mistaken,  yon  and  I,  tlie  finding  of 
Herr  Rotli's  would-be  murderer  will  put 
an  end  to  this  nonsense,  and  clear  your 
brother's  character." 

''  If  you  can  do  that  you  will  do  us  both 
a  great  favour,"  said  Jack,  warmly. 

''I'll  do  my  best,  and  when  Otto  von 
Ehrenberg  undertakes  a  thing  he  does  not 
often  fail.  But  you  were  asking  me  about 
my  working  hypothesis.  I  base  it,  of 
course,  on  the  assumption  that  both  crimes 
were  committed  by  the  same  man.  Now 
what  do  we  know  about  him  ?  What  kind 
of  a  man  was  he  ?  Clearly  an  educated 
man  of  good  address,  speaking  fluently 
German  and  English,  familiar  enough 
with  Balder' s  bank  to  forge  successfully 
the  name  of  the  leading  partner,  familiar 
enough  with  Roth's  bank  to  know  that 
the  house  deals  in  municipal  bonds,  and 
that  for  an  hour  and  a  half  in   the  middle 
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of  each  day  only  one  person  remains  in 
the  office.  Do  you  know  of  any  such 
man  ?  " 

Jack  shook  his  head. 

"  It  is  also  a  safe  inference,"  went  on 
Yon  Ehrenberg,  '*  that  he  is  a  man  of 
resolution  and  resource,  able  to  conceive 
and  carry  out  a  bold  and  orioinal  scheme, 
and  that  he  wanted  money  badly  for  a 
particular  purpose." 

'^  That  does  not  strike  me  as  a  very 
original  idea,  Herr  von  Ehrenbero-.  Don't 
all  thieves  want  money  badly  for  a  par- 
ticular purpose?"  said  Jack,  smiling. 

"  Not  in  the  sense  of  my  induction.  Pro- 
fessional thieves  rob  whenever  they  have 
a  chance,  whether  they  happen  to  be  par- 
ticularly in  want  of  money  at  the  time  or 
not — because  it  is  their  nature  in  fact. 
But  a  man  wlio  travels  between  Manchester 
and  Dresden,  speaks  almost  without  accent 
E  2 
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two  such  languages  as  English  and  German, 
and  deceives  experts  in  banking  and  men 
of  the  world  like  your  brother  and  Herr 
Eoth,  such  a  man  is  almost  certainly  not 
a  professional  thief,  and  he  was  surely  in 
sore  need  of  money — as  you  would  say, 
desperately  hard  up.  That  is  my  present 
inference,  at  least.  As  a  rule,  men  of 
education  who  have  not  lost  caste  forge 
and  rob,  and,  above  all,  murder,  only  when 
they  are  driven  into  a  corner,  and  can  raise 
the  wind  in  no  other  way.  They  get 
themselves  into  difficulties,  contract  liabili- 
ties they  are  unable  to  meet,  and  rather 
than  face  the  consequences  commit  a  crime. 
One  false  step  almost  of  necessity  entails 
another,  and  so  they  go  on  until  they  are 
overtaken  by  the  inevitable  Xemesis.  A 
few,  favoured  by  fortune  or  stopping  after 
their  first  success,  may  escape  even  sus- 
picion.    Yet  the  chances  are  always  against 
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them — tliej  are  so  much  at  the  mercy  of 
accident ;  and  a  man  of  culture  and  con- 
science, despite  his  superior  ability,  is 
more  likely  to  betray  himself  than  a  thick- 
skinned,  low-bred  swmdler.  Yet  there 
are  many  exceptions,  and  I  only  put  this 
forvvard  as  a  fair  working  hypothesis,  a 
hypothesis,  moreover,  which  I  may  find  it 
necessary  to  modify  to-morrow.  Adopting 
it  then  for  the  moment,  we  are  in  this 
position.  We  are  looking  for  a  well- 
educated  man  of  the  world,  knowing 
perfectly  English  and  German,  conversant 
with  bankers  and  banking  in  Dresden  and 
Manchester,  sometimes  in  one  city,  some- 
times in  the  other,  and  who,  about  the 
time  of  the  forgery,  and,  again,  about  the 
time  of  the  robbery,  was  in  great  need  of 
money.  Do  you  know  any  such  person,  or 
can  you  think  of  anybody  now  living  in 
Dresden  who  happened  to  be  in  IMancliester 
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at  the  time  of  the  forgery,  or  wlio,  living 
at  Manchester,  happened  to  be  here  in 
Dresden  at  the  time  of  the  robbery — 
anybody,  no  matter  who  ?  " 

"  As  I  was  not  in  Dresden  on  the  first 
occasion  it  is  not  hkely  that  I  can.  In  fact, 
I  have  not  met  a  single  person  here  that  I 
ever  saw  in  Manchester,  and,  except  Dr. 
Eoydon,  I  don't  know  a  single  person  here 
who  ever  was  in  Manchester." 

"Dr.  Ptoydon !  Is  he  a  Manchester 
man  ?  " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  He  has  been  there  a 
few  times  to  see  his  uncle,  Mr.  Balder ;  that 
is  all.  It  seems  to  me  that  this  description 
of  yom^s  would  apply  to  a  commercial 
traveller  or  the  representative  of  a  com- 
mercial house." 

''  Yes,"  said  Yon  Ehrenberg,  pensively ; 
"that  idea  does  certainly  suggest  itself. 
I  had  already  thought  of  it.     There  is  also 


The  Cr  im  in  a  I  In  vestigato  r.  5  5 

another  point — liis  nationality.  I  am  dis- 
posed to  tliink  he  is  English.  Herr  Roth 
says  the  fellow  spoke  with  a  slightly  foreign 
accent,  and  he  is  haunted  with  a  vague 
fancy  that  he  had  heard  the  man's  voice 
before.  Xow,  I  should  like  to  know  what 
Herr  Roth  means  by  a  foreign  accent.  He 
may  mean  a  French,  an  Italian,  or  even 
a  Swiss,  or  an  Elsass  accent.  It  is  very  im- 
portant. Do  you  think  they  would  let  me 
see  Herr  Roth  ?  It  would  only  be  an  affair 
of  three  minutes.  I  should  ask  him  but 
two  or  three  questions." 

''  In    the    circumstances     I    think  they 
would.     Shall  I  go  with  you  to  the  house  ?  " 

''  If  you  would  be  so  very  kind.     When 
shall  we  go  ?  " 

"  Xow,  if  you  like.     AVe  need  not  be  more 
than  an  hour  away." 

"  Good.     iS'othing  like  time  present.     I 
am  ready." 
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Jack  put  on  his  liat  and  bis  furred  over- 
coat. 

''  We  shall  find  a  carriage  in  the  market- 
place," he  said ;  "  it  will  be  quicker  than 
sending  for  one.'' 
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CHAPTER  V. 

VON    EHRENBERG   ON    INSPIRATION. 

"  Was  no  effort  made  to  stop  the  notes  paid 
for  the  forged  cheque  in  Manchester  ? " 
asked  Von  Ehrenberg,  when  Verelst  and 
himself  were  seated  in  the  carriage  ; 
"  bank-notes  are  generally  so  very  trace- 
able" 

"  Well,  you  see,  ten  days  elapsed 
between  the  payment  of  the  cheque  and 
the  detection  of  the  foro^erv,  and  the  few 
that  were  still  in  circulation  came  from  the 
Continent,  chiefly  from  Paris,  and  it  was 
considered  impossible  to  trace  them." 

''I  understand.  Received  by  a  Paris 
money  changer  from  a  foreigner  who  gives 


5  8  Two  Pin cJi cs  of  Sii  it_ff . 

a  false  name,  and  paid  to  the  Bank  of 
France  or  remitted  to  London.  No  clue 
there,  I  fear.  They  all  came  from  Paris, 
you  say?  " 

''  Nearly  all ;  though  I  think  I  heard  my 
brother  say  that,  by  a  singular  chance,  he 
got  one  himself  from  a  Manchester  customer 
who  received  it  from  a  correspondent  at 
Chemnitz." 

*'  Chemnitz  !  Why,  Chemnitz  is  here,  in 
Saxony  !  Was  anybody  sent  to  Chemnitz  to 
make  inquiries  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  so.  The  police  got  it  into 
their  heads  that  the  forger  was  all  the  time 
in  Manchester. 

''  The  thickheads  !  I  can  see  what  it  is  : 
I  must  go  to  Manchester  myself." 

"  You  had  better,  I  think.     When  ?  " 
■  '*  Almost  immediately.    I  shall  first  make 
some  inquiries   about  this  snuff-box,  and 
then  I  shall  start." 
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*'  Yes ;  if  we  only  knew  who  was  the 
owner  of  the  snuff-box,  we  should  know  who 
forged  the  cheque  and  stole  the  bonds." 

"  At  any  rate,  we  should  have  a  shrewd 
suspicion." 

Frau  Eoth  made  no  objection  to  the  pro- 
posed interview  with  her  husband,  stipu- 
lating only  that  it  should  not  last  more  than 
five  or,  at  the  utmost,  ten  minutes.  He 
was  not  quite  so  well,  she  thought,  and  she 
evidently  feared  that  the  improvement 
which  took  place  between  the  trephining 
and  the  recovery  of  his  memory  was  not 
being  continued. 

"  He  does  not  gain  strength  as  he  ought," 
she  said,  with  a  sigh ;  "  but  he  is  quite 
himself,  and  we  must  hope  for  the  best." 

In  answer  to  Von  Ehrenberg's  questions, 
Herr  Roth  said  he  had  a  distinct  impression 
that  his  assailant  spoke  with  a  slightly 
foreign  accent — whether  French  or  English 
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he  could  not  be  sure,  but  certainly  not 
Bavarian,  or  Austrian,  or  Swiss.  Yet  the 
voice  seemed  not  unf amihar  to  him ;  he  felt 
sure  he  had  heard  it  before,  but  where  or  in 
what  circumstances  he  could  not,  for  the 
life  of  him,  tell ;  and  he  was  not  equal  to 
much  mental  effort ;  when  he  tried  to  recall 
things  which  he  only  indistinctly  remem- 
bered, his  head  seemed  to  turn  round. 

^'  And  it  will  turn  round  again  if  we  do 
not  take  care,"  interposed  Frau  Roth.  "  I 
don't  think  he  can  tell  you  any  more,  Herr 
von  Ehrenberg." 

The  hint  was  taken,  and  three  minutes 
later  Jack  and  the  criminal  investigator 
were  on  their  way  back  to  the  Aldstadt. 

"Pending  further  information,"  observed 
Yon  Ehrenberg,  ''  I  shall  assume  that  the 
man  we  want  is  English.  We  must  make 
assumptions  sometimes,  you  know,  and  if  I 
am  wrong,  I  daresay  your  brother  will  be 
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able  to  set  me  right.     I  wonder  if  I  shall 
have  an  inspiration." 

"  What  !  You  believe  in  inspiration  ?  " 
"  l^ot  supernatural  inspiration,  by  any 
means.  It  is  merely  a  name  I  give  to  a 
mental  operation  which  I  do  not  quite 
understand.  After  I  have  been  thinking 
over  a  case,  and  turning  it  inside  out  and 
outside  in  without  being  able  to  see  my  way, 
I  sometimes  have  an  illumination,  inspira- 
tion— call  it  what  you  will.  Apropos  to 
nothing  in  particular,  a  thought  flashes  into 
my  mind — generally  in  the  shape  of  a 
suggestion  or  question,  such  as,  ^  Can  it 
be ? '  The  result,  I  suppose,  of  un- 
conscious cerebration.  Do  not  imagine  that 
I  put  implicit  trust  in  my  inspirations,  or 
that  they  always  prove  to  be  safe  guides. 
I  analyze  them  thoroughly,  and  only  when 
they  seem  to  square  with  the  known  facts  of 
the  case  do  I  allow  them  to   influence  my 
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conduct  or  modify  mv  inductions.  But  I 
have  had  some  very  happy  inspirations,  I 
assure  you — inspirations  which  have  led  to 
most  important  results." 

'*  It  is  to  be  hoped  you  will  have  one  in 
the  present  instance." 

''I  should  not  be  surprised  if  I  had; 
they  generally  come  when  I  smoke,  these 
inspirations." 

"  That  is  the  reason  you  are  always 
smoking,  I  suppose  ? "  said  Jack,  as  his 
companion  drew  from  his  case  another 
cigar,  the  third  since  they  had  left  the 
bank. 

''Yes,"  returned  Von  Ehrenberg, 
gravel}^  "  I  find  often  my  inspirations 
in  smoke,  and  I  am  constrained  to  say 
that  they  sometimes  end  in  smoke.  It 
is  not  always  the  fault  of  the  inspiration, 
though.  It  may  be  quite  sound  and  fully 
confirmed    by     induction ;    but    the    mis- 
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fortune  is,  tliat  evidence,  quite  sufficient 
to  convince  me,  is  not  always  sufficient  to 
convict  a  prisoner,  and  failure  to  convict 
I  regard  as  a  defeat.  So  you  see  tliat  an 
inspiration,  liowever  happy,  is  really  not 
much  better  than  a  shrewd  guess — it  is 
the  beginning,  not  the  end.  Perhaps  you 
may  have  one  yourself  some  day." 

*'  Which,  a  beginning  or  an  end  ?  " 

"  An  inspiration,"  said  Yon  Ehrenberg, 
rather  severely,  and  with  a  look  that 
showed  he  did  not  consider  inspiration  a 
fit  subject  for  jesting.  The  greatest  of 
men  have  their  weaknessse. 

*'I  suppose  that  means  I  may"  possibly 
suspect  somebody.  Well,  if  I  do  I  will  let 
you  know." 

''  Pray  do  ;  never  m.ind  how  absurd  or 
ill-grounded  your  inspiration  may  appear. 
Let  me  know  all  the  same,  even  though 
the  man  you  suspect  may  be  your  dearest 
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friend.  And  you  are  an  English  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Verelst.  I  have  your  word  that 
what  has  passed  between  us  to-day,  and 
what  may  pass  between  us  in  the  future 
with  reference  to  this  case,  will  be  locked 
up  in  your  own  breast." 

*'  Of  course  ;  that  goes  without  saying," 
returned  Jack,  in  a  tone  which  imphed 
that  he  thought  Yon  Ehrenberg  might 
have  spared  the  observation  and  trusted 
to  his  discretion  without  seeming  to  doubt 
his  good  faith. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  criminal 
investigator,  who,  though  he  did  like  to 
pose  as  a  superior  person,  was  by  no 
means  wanting  in  tact.  ''I  beg  your 
pardon.  I  see  now  from  the  way  you 
receive  it  that  the  caution  was  quite  un- 
necessary. I  trust  you  absolutely,  Mr. 
Verelst,  as  I  hope  you  will  trust  me.  But 
here    we    are    in    the    Altmarkt     again. 
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Shall  we  dismiss  the  droshky  ?  I  will 
have  some  lunch  at  the  Hotel  de  Saxe, 
and  then  see  if  anything  can  be  done 
about  the  snuff-box/' 

"  We  shall,  of  course,  meet  again  before 
you  start  for  ^Manchester  r  "  said  Jack,  as 
they  shook  hands. 

"  Surely.  I  shall  have  to  ask  you  for 
letters  of  introduction.  You  may  expect 
to  see  me  again  to-morrow  or  the  next 
day." 


VOL.    III. 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

FOOTMARKS    ON    THE    FLOOE. 

"When  Yon  Elirenberg  liad  eaten  his 
luncheon,  and  sought  inspiration  in  the 
smoking  of  a  fine  cigar — without  finding 
it — he  resolved  to  pay  a  visit  to  bookseller 
Simon.  The  truth  was  that,  despite  the 
reputation  of  which  he  boasted,  and  the 
qualities  he  undoubtedly  possessed,  the 
investigator  did  not  quite  know  how  to 
set  about  looking  for  the  mysterious  snuff- 
box. As  it  was  of  the  first  importance 
neither  to  put  the  owner  on  his  guard,  nor 
alarm  him  into  taking  flight,  advertising 
was  of  course  out  of  the  question — equally 
so  promiscuous  inquiry ;  the  first  man 
asked   might   conceivably   be   the   culprit 
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timself,  or  somebody  who,  inadvertently 
or  otherwise,  would  warn  him  of  his 
danger.  But  Simon  he  could  trust ;  the 
old  fellow  was  as  close  as  the  grave.  He 
was  a  bit  of  an  antiquary,  too — had  been 
to  numberless  sales,  visited  many  libraries 
and  museums,  and,  happy  thought,  he  took 
snuff,  and  might  possibly  have  seen  or 
heard  of  the  box.  If  not,  he  might  per- 
haps know  some  antiquary  who  made  a 
speciality  of  collecting  remarkable  snuff- 
boxes, and  knowing  all  about  them.  There 
were  collectors  of  evervthinsr — even  of 
cancelled  postage  stamps  and  old  pots. 
Yes,  he  would  certainly  see  Simon. 

It  had  been  a  bitterly  cold  morning,  and 
when  Yon  Ehrenberg  stepped  outside  sleet 
was  falling ;  but  it  was  not  very  far  to  Pir- 
naesche  Strasse,  and  turning  up  his  coat 
collar,  and  putting  up  his  umbrella,  he  went 
thither  on  foot. 

F   2 
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Simon  was  alone,  "  baking  in  his  oven," 
as  Von  Elirenberg  facetiously  put  it,  for 
the  stove  being  alight,  and  the  window  and 
door  closed,  the  shop  was  as  hot  as  the 
caHdarium  of  a  Roman  bath,  or  the  "  hang- 
ing room"  of  a  calico  printing  estab- 
lishment. 

"  Have  you  a  minute  to  spare,  Herr 
Simon  ?  "  he  said  ;  ''  I  want  the  favour  of 
a  few  words  with  you  on  a  matter  of 
business." 

''  I  have  always  minutes  to  spare  for  my 
friends,"  responded  the  bookseller,  "es- 
pecially on  matters  of  business.  What  can 
I  have  the  pleasure  of  doing  for  you,  noble 
sir?  Come  this  way"  (pointing  to  his 
sanctum).  "  Having  purchased  a  new 
chair,  I  can  offer  you  a  more  substantial 
seat  than  the  one  you  had  on  the  occasion 
of  your  last  visit.  Take  the  trouble  to  step 
this  way,  my  dear  sir,  and  we  shall  be  in 
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quietness.  If  anybody  comes  in  we  can 
hear;  the  room,  though  spacious,  is  not 
quite  as  vast  as  Solomon's  temple.  Ha  ! 
ha!" 

"I  hope  Solomon's  temple  was  better 
ventilated  and  not  quite  as  warm,"  said  Yon 
Ehrenberg,  doffing  his  overcoat  and  wiping 
his  perspiring  face.  "  May  I  leave  the  door 
ajar,  just  to  let  in  a  little  fresh  air  ?  " 

''  By  all  means  if  you  like.  I  am  sur- 
prised you  find  the  room  warm,  though. 
I  don't.    It  seems  to  me  quite  comfortable." 

''Oh,  you  are  a  regular  salamander ; 
but  I  am  not  fireproof  if  you  are,  so  with 
your  permission — there,  that  is  better" 
(opening  the  door). 

And  then,  following  his  host  into  his 
alcove  of  books.  Von  Ehrenberg,  at  a  sign 
from  the  old  man,  took  possession  of  the 
chair  which,  though  the  owner  called  it 
new,  looked  even  more  ancient  than  him- 
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self.  Built  of  oak,  with  liuge  arms  and  a 
lofty  back,  it  was  roomy  enough,  as  the 
visitor  observed,  for  a  small  family. 

"  Does  it  feel  comfortable  ? "  asked 
Simon. 

'*  Very,"  said  Yon  Ehrenberg,  sinking 
into  the  embrace  of  the  great  arms,  which 
rose  almost  as  high  as  his  head. 

''  Quite  luxurious,  is  it  not  ?  You  don't 
see  an  arm-chair  like  that  every  day.  When 
I  want  to  enjoy  a  pleasant  sensation,  I  sit 
down  on  it  a  few  minutes,  and  the  pleasure 
is  all  the  more  exquisite  that  it  costs 
nothing.     It  is  also  a  true  literary  chair. '^ 

"  A  literary  chair — how  so  ?  " 

''  I  got  it  for  its  weight  in  books.  Of 
course  I  chose  them  myself  ;  that  was  part 
of  the  bargain." 

"And  what  sort  of  literature  did  you 
select,  Herr  Simon?" 

'*  Heavy,  of  course,  to  match  the  chair. 
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I  gave  sermons  for  it.  You  are  now  sitting 
on  five  hundred  pounds'  weight  of  theology, 
Herr  von  Ehrenberg.  You  should  have 
seen  the  seller's  face  when  he  opened 
volume  after  volume,  and  saw  that  all  were 
sermons — sermons,  and  no  end ;  ha  !  ha  ! 
It  was  as  good  as  a  corned}^,  but  they  were 
in  excellent  condition  and  dry,  as  dry  as  a 
bone,  ha  !  ha !  I  should  only  have  got  the 
merest  trifle  for  them  as  waste  paper ;  and 
that  chair,  sir,  will  last  my  lifetime,  and  be 
an  excellent  piece  of  furniture  at  the  end  of 
the  century.  But,  pardon  me,  you  have 
come  on  business.  What  can  I  do  for  you  ? 
Did  the  information  I  procured  the  other 
day  prove  useful  ?  Has  anything  come  of 
it?" 

"  Not  yet.  Something  may,  though, 
before  long.  However,  that  inquiry  is  in 
abeyance  for  the  moment.  My  present 
errand  has  quite  a  different  object." 
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"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  my  dear 
sir,  because,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  do  not  think 
I  should  find  it  very  easy  to  obtain  any 
further  information  for  you  about  Dr.  Roy- 
don's  books  and  manuscripts.  Never  since 
my  last  visit  has  he  invited  me  to  call  again, 
and  one  day,  when  I  looked  in,  he  neither 
seemed  glad  to  see  me  nor  asked  me  to 
stay." 

*'  He  gave  you  the  cold  shoulder,  in  fact." 

"  Precisely." 

"  Well,  my  present  inquiry  has  nothing 
to  do  with  Dr.  Roydon.  It  must  be  kept 
just  as  secret,  however,  and  it  will  be  equally 
worth  your  while  to  give  me  such  help  as 
you  can." 

"  Certainly.  I  am  all  attention,  well- 
born sir." 

"  It  is  not  about  books ;  this  time  it  is 
about  a  snuff-box." 

"  A  snuff-box  !  " 
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A  minute  before,  albeit  the  two  men 
heard  notliing,  the  outer  door  had  been 
pushed  wide  open,  and  a  third  man  walked 
noiselessly  across  the  floor  until  he  was  close 
to  the  alcove,  when,  stopping  as  suddenly 
as  if  he  had  been  turned  into  a  pillar  of 
salt,  he  remained  listening  in  an  attitude 
of  strained  attention — head  outstretched, 
hands  nervously  clutched,  and  eyes  expres- 
sive of  terror  and  surprise. 

*'  Yes,  a  snuff-box.  One  that  has  been 
lost  and  is  so  much  prized  by  the  owner 
that  he  has  commissioned  me  to  offer  a  large 
sum — larpfe  relativelv  to  the  value  of  the 
object — for  its  recovery.  For  any  infor- 
mation about  it  I  shall  also  be  glad  and 
willing  to  pay  liberally.  It  is  a  gold  snuff- 
box, bearing  on  the  lid  the  Q^gj  of  death,  a 
skull  and  cross-bones,  and  the  words 
^  'Memento  Mori.''  Did  you  ever  hear  of,  or 
see,  such  a  snuff-box  ?  " 
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"  Never  !  What  a  fearful  idea  !  "  said 
Simon  with  a  shudder.  "  I  don't  want  to 
remember  death,  Herr  von  Ehrenberg,  I 
think  of  it  as  little  as  possible.  I  would 
not  have  such  a  snuff-box  for  the  world.  I 
don't  see  how  I  can  help  you  in  this  matter. 
If  you  want  so  much  to  recover  the  box,  why 
not  advertise?" 

"  That  would  not  do  at  all.  The  indi- 
vidual who  has — stolen  the  box  might  see 
the  advertisement,  and  that  we  do  not  want. 
When  I  say  stolen,  I  mean  that  it  is  a 
family  heirloom,  a  precious  relic,  which  has 
been  missing  for  a  long  time,  and  we  are 
not  absolutely  sure  that  it  has  been  stolen. 
It  may  have  been  lost  by  one  man  and 
found  by  another,  you  know." 

"  Rather  a  strange  story  that,  Herr  von 
Ehrenberg,"  said  the  old  fellow,  transfixing 
him  with  his  little  black  eye.  "  What  is 
the  mystery  ?     I  can  serve  you  better  if  you 
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tell  me  more.  Half  confidences  in  matters 
of  this  sort  are  worse  tlian  none." 

"  You  are  perhaps  right/ '  retm^ned  the 
other,  thoughtfully.  "•  Well,  I  will  give  you 
mv  whole  confidence,  but  remember  well 
that  secrecy  is  a  matter  of  absolute 
necessity." 

'^  Speak  on,  sir.  Even  if  there  was 
murder  in  your  secret,  I  should  keep  a 
still  tongue." 

"  Not  a  bad  guess,  Herr  Simon ;  it  may 
be  a  case  of  murder  before  we  have  done. 
I  did  not  like  the  looks  of  poor  Herr  Eoth 
when  I  saw  him  this  morning.  I  would 
not  give  much  for  his  chances  of  life,  and 
if  he  should  die  it  will  be  murder,  and  no 
mistake." 

''It  is  about  Herr  Hoth,  then  ?  " 

"  Yes.  The  man  who  assaulted  and 
robbed  him  had  such  a  snuff-box  as  that  I 
have  described.    He  showed  it  to  Roth,  who 
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took  a  pincli  out  of  it,  which  was  probably 
drugged.  You  understand  now  why  I  want 
to  find  the  box." 

"  As  a  means  of  tracing  the  owner  ;  and 
you  want  the  affair  kept  secret  in  order 
not  to  put  liim  on  the  alert." 

''  Exactly.  And  a  box  like  that,  wbich 
is  both  remarkable  and  valuable,  must,  me- 
thinks,  have  a  history ;  has  doubtless  passed 
from  hand  to  hand,  and  perhaps  been  sold 
at  public  sales.  I  thought  you  might, 
perhaps,  have  heard  something  of  such  a 
box." 

"  No  ;  I  never  had  but  one  snufF-box,  and 
it  was  left  to  me  by  my  father.  But,  as 
you  say,  this  is  a  remarkable  box,  and 
somebody  should  know  something  about  it. 
You  had  better  consult  a  dealer  in  antiqui- 
ties and  such  like.  I'll  tell  you  what" 
(striking  his  fist  on  the  table),  "  I'll  tell  you 
what.     Aaron  Loewenstein  is  your  man — 
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Aaron  Loewenstein,  in  tlie  Judengasse  at 
Frankfort-on-tbe-Maine.  He  has  been  a 
dealer  in  antiquities  all  liis  life,  and  tlie 
business  ^as  made  by  Isaac,  his  grand- 
father. He  never  misses  a  great  sale,  and 
has  every  sort  of  curiosity  you  can  imagine. 
He  is  learned,  too ;  has  picked  up  in  his 
travels  much  out-of-the-way  information, 
and  when  I  was  in  his  shop  a  dozen  years 
ago,  I  rather  think  he  told  me  that  he  had 
just  then  two  or  three  very  old-fashioned 
snuff  and  tobacco  boxes.  Yes;  Aaron 
Lowenstein  is  your  man.  And  there  is  Dr. 
Roydon;  he  picks  up  odds  and  ends 
sometimes,  and  has  gone  about  a  good 
deal ;  you  might  get  some  information 
from  him.  He  has  also  a  curious  Italian 
book  about  poisoning,  drugged  snuff,  and 
such  like,  which  I  sold  him." 

"  That  is  true,"   said  Yon    Ehrenberg, 
reflective] V,  "  but  the  fewer  we  let  into  the 
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secret  the  greater  will  be  our  chances  of 
success.  Still,  I  think  we  might  trust 
Roydon ;  doctors  are  bound  to  be  men  of 
discretion.  However,  that  does  not  press ; 
the  other  does  ;  we  must  see  this  Frankfort 
man  at  once.  Now  look  here,  Herr 
Simon  ;  I  have  a  journey  to  make  which 
w^ould  rather  interfere  with  my  going  to 
Frankfort.  Can  you  make  this  inquiry  for 
me?  You  know  Herr  Loewenstein,  too, 
and  he  might  possibly  be  more  communi- 
cative to  you  than  to  me.  What  say 
you?" 

"  I  don't  know,  I  really  don't  know,  Herr 
von  Ehrenberg,"  answered  Simon,  with  a 
doubtful  shake  of  the  head.  ''  It  is  a  long 
way  to  Frankfort,  the  weather  is  bitterly 
cold,  and  I  am  an  old  man ;  and  my  busi- 
ness, what  will  become  of  my  business  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  can  easily  get  somebody  to 
take  charge  of  that  for  two  or  three  days. 
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True,  tlie  weather  is  rather  inclement,  but 
as  you  will  travel  first  class  and  be  well 
paid  for  your  trouble,  that,  I  hope,  will 
not  be  an  insuperable  obstacle." 

"  Well,  on  those  terms,  Herr  von 
Ehrenberg,  I  think — yes,  I  think  I  may 
venture  to  say  that  I  will  run  the  risk  of 
the  journey  and  undertake  this  inquiry  : 
a  first  class  return  ticket,  my  hotel  ex- 
penses, and  a  fair  indemnity  for  the  injury 
my  business  may  sustain  through  my 
absence.  But  I  cannot  leave  before — let 
me  see — the  day  after  to-morrow." 

"  That  will  be  Friday." 

''  Yes,  Friday.  They  say  it  is  unlucky 
to  begin  a  journey  on  a  Friday.  But  I  am 
above  these  superstitions.  I  shall  travel 
by  the  night  train.  It  leaves  the  Leipziger 
Bahnhof  about  ten,  I  think.  Wrapped 
in  my  great  fur  coat,  I  can  sleep  as 
comfortably   in    one    of    those    beautiful 
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first-class  compartments  as  in  my  own 
bed." 

"  Of  course  you  can.  Well,  then,  you 
will  start  on  Friday.     That  is  agreed." 

"  Quite  so,  my  dear  sir.  Would  it  be 
qidie  convenient,  do  you  think — " 

"  Would  what  ? — Ah !  I  understand. 
You  would  like  a  little  money  on  account. 
Certainly  "  (producing  his  purse) ;  "  how 
much  shall  we  say  ?  " 

If  Ehrenberg  had  just  then  glanced 
behind  the  barrier  of  books,  he  would  have 
seen  Dr.  Eoydon  step  softly  towards  the 
door  and  slip  furtively  into  the  street.  He 
had  come  with  the  intention  of  buying 
the  "  Rerum  Germaniarnm,"  which  Simon 
had  ofi'ered  him  the  day  before,  and  as,  out 
of  consideration  for  his  neuralgia  (which, 
though  not  quite  as  bad  as  he  pretended, 
was  real  enough),  he  wore  goloshes,  and 
the  door  was  ajar,  he  entered  the  shop 
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without  being  heard,  and,  struck  by  the 
mention  of  his  own  name,  stopped  to 
listen. 

When  Simon  and  his  guest  went  from 
the  alcove  into  the  shop,  the  sharp  eyes  of 
Von  Ehrenberg  detected  the  marks  of  fresh 
footsteps  on  the  painted  floor. 

''  Who  has  been  here  ? "  he  asked, 
sharply.  "  When  I  came  in  the  floor  was 
quite  clean.  Somebody  must  have  come 
in  while  we  were  inside  there." 

"  It  looks  so,"  said  Simon,  peering  dubi- 
ously at  the  muddy  and  still  damp  marks. 

^'  It  is  so.  There  is  no  mistake  about  it. 
Has  anybody  been  listening,  do  you 
think?" 

*'  Impossible.  The  door  was  ajar,  and  a 
passer-by  has  slipped  in,  either  out  of  curi- 
osity or,  as  occasionally  happens,  to  inquire 
the  way,  or  ask  whereabouts  in  the  street 
lives  Herr  Schumacher  Schneider,  and,  see- 
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ing  nobodj,  he   lias   gone   out   as  quietly 

as  lie  came  in." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right,  Herr  Simon. 
But  it  looks  queer.  How  could  the  fellow 
walk  about  without  our  hearing  him  ?  The 
ne:jLt  time  I  pay  you  a  visit  we  won't  leave 
the  door  open,  even  though  I  should  be 
baked  alive  in  this  oven  of  yours." 

In  the  meanwhile  Roy  don,  overcome  by 
terror  and  remorse,  was  staggering  home- 
ward through  the  fast-falling  snow. 

"  Oh,  Heaven  !  "  he  murmured;  ''  my 
sin  has  found  me  out !  my  sin  has  found 
me  out !  Roth  remembers  the  box,  and 
the  bloodhounds  are  on  my  track.  That 
fellow  must  be  the  detective  Yerelst  spoke 
about.  If  Simon  goes  to  Frankfort  I  am 
undone.     Aaron  Loewenstein  knows." 
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CHAPTER  YII. 

WHAT    COULD    IT    BE  ? 

On  the  following  morning  Von  Ehrenberg 
called  at  Eoth's  bank,  to  inform  Yerelst 
that  he  intended  to  return  to  Berlin 
almost  immediately,  and  that  after 
arranging  some  matters  there,  he  should 
start  for  Manchester,  probably  on  the  next 
day,  certainly  on  the  next  day  but  one. 

Jack  gave  him  a  letter  for  his  brother^ 
to  whom  he  proposed  also  to  write  by 
post,  saying  that  he  might  expect  Yon 
Ehrenberg  in  the  course  of — 

"  Three  or  four  days,"  added  the  inves- 
tigator ;  "  but  it  is  not  necessary  to  say 
G  2 
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more  than  that  I  want  to  see  him  on  very 
important  business.  No  need  to  go  into 
details.  I  shall  be  with  him  almost  as 
soon  as  your  letter." 

''  All  right ;  it  will  save  me  the  trouble 
of  a  long  explanation,  which  might 
puzzle  Hector  more  than  it  would 
enlighten  him,"  said  Jack.  ''  Have  you 
heard  anything  further  about  the  snuff- 
box ?  " 

"  Not  yet.  But  I  have  put  a  rod  in 
pickle,  as  your  English  proverb  has  it. 
There  is  just  an  off-chance  that  it  may 
lead  to  something.  I  don't  count  on  it, 
though.  By-the-bye,  I  don't  see  why 
you  should  not  mention  the  matter  to 
Dr.  Roydon.  He  is  a  collector  of  other 
things  besides  books,  I  believe,  and  may 
know  something  about  '  Memento  mori ' 
snuff-boxes.  He  can  be  trusted,  I 
suppose?     And    really,    whether    he    can 
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or  not  is  hardly  to  the  purpose,  for  being 
one  of  Herr  Roth's  medical  attendants,  he 
is  sure  to  have  heard  everything,  either 
from  him  or  his  wife." 

'*  I  thought  Frau  Roth  promised  to  tell 
nobody." 

"  I  fancy  she  would  tell  Roy  don, 
though,  if  he  asked  her.  She  seems 
almost  to  worship  him." 

"  She  certainly  thinks  very  highly  of 
him,  and  she  may  well.  He  saved  her 
husband's  life.  But  just  as  you  like.  1 
will  call  this  evening,  and  put  the  question. 
I  am  sure  he  will  be  glad  to  give  us  all  the 
information  in  his  power." 

Jack  was  glad,  too.  He  wanted  to  see 
Leah,  but  having  called  only  two  or  three 
days  previously  could  not  well  repeat  his 
visit  after  so  short  an  interval  without 
some  reasonable  excuse.  With  this  excuse 
Von    Ehrenberg    had   supplied    him,    and 
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when  business  was  over  he  went  to  his 
lodgings,  made  a  somewhat  elaborate 
toilet,  stuck  a  flower  in  his  button-hole, 
and  betook  himself  to  Halbe  Gasse. 

''  They  are  both  at  home,"  said  Nett- 
schen,  in  answer  to  his  inquiry  ;  ''  but  the 
Herr  Doctor  is  indisposed.  I  am  very 
much  afraid  the  Herr  Doctor  is  in  a  bad 
way,  Herr  Verelst.  He  came  home  yes- 
terday quite  white — it  was  snowing,  you 
know — but  his  face  was  whiter  than  his 
coat ;  just  like  a  ghost  he  was.  "When  I 
saw  him  come  in  I  could  not  help  scream- 
ing. I  thought  he  was  going  to  faint,  and 
I  do  beheve  he  would  have  done  if  I  had 
not  fetched  the  brandy.  He  drank  half 
a  tumbler,  and  then  he  seemed  better." 

''  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  that,"  re- 
turned Jack,  with  a  look  of  concern. 
**  He  had  better  see  some  other  doctor,  I 
think." 
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"  That  is  what  I  said  to  Fraulein 
Eoydon  this  morning.  But  he  won't 
hear  of  such  a  thing;  he  says  that  he 
knows  what  is  the  matter  with  him,  and 
no  doctor  can  do  him  any  good." 

"  Are  they  in  the  drawing-room  ?  " 

"Yes;"  and  as  she  spoke  the  girl 
opened  the  door  and  announced  "  Herr 
Banquier  Verelst."  Nettschen  made  a 
particular  point  of  giving  every  man  his 
full  and  correct  title. 

Leah  was  writing  a  letter,  her  father 
lying  on  the  sofa  and  reading,  or  trying 
to  read,  the  Times.  Nettschen  had  not 
exaggerated  ;  he  looked  really  ghastly, 
and  when  he  greeted  Yerelst  his  wretched 
attempt  at  a  smile  made  him  look  more 
ghastly  still. 

"  I  am  not  very  well  to-day,  as  you  see," 
he  said,  extending  to  Jack  a  shaky  hand ; 
"  had  a  slight  touch  of  congestion  of  the 
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brain  yesterday — brought  on  by  this  cursed 
neuralgia,  I  think.  But  I  am  getting  over 
it,  and  shall  be  all  right  to-morrow." 

"  A  slight  attack !  "  exclaimed  Leah, 
reproachfully.  "  He  came  in  nearly  faint- 
ing, and  I  thought  he  was  going  to  have  a 
fit,  or  worse.  He  ought  not  to  have  gone 
out,  and  I  told  him  so.  But  he  would  have 
his  way,  and  he  would  not  let  me  have 
mine  and  call  in  Dr.  Siebold." 

''  Certainly  not,"  returned  E-oydon,  with 
an  angry  gesture ;  there  is  no  need ;  this 
is  a  mere  passing  indisposition,  I  tell  you. 
I  am  better  this  evening,  and  to-morrow  I 
shall  be  quite  well.  Any  news,  Mr. 
Yerelst  ?     How  is  Herr  Roth  ?  " 

"  He  was  pretty  much  the  same  when  I 
saw  him  yesterday.  He  does  not  gain 
strength,  however,  and  Frau  Roth  thinks 
he  is  making  very  little  progress  towards 
recovery." 
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"  I  daresay.  The  poor  woman  is  natur- 
ally impatient.  Eotli's  recovery  will  be 
slow ;  but  it  will  be  sure,  Mr.  Yerelst.  He 
will  get  better." 

*'  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  you  say  so. 
My  errand  this  evening  has  reference  to 
Herr  Eoth.  I  have  been  requested  to  ask 
you  a  question." 

"Yes.     What  is  it?" 

"  Well,  as  you  are  aware,  another  effort 
is  being  made  to  find  out  the  fellow  who 
did  it — to  discover  the  perpetrator  of  the 
crime,  I  mean — and  the  matter  has  been 
put  into  the  hands  of  a  gentleman  from 
Berlin,  a  certain  Herr  von  Ehrenberg. 
Unfortunately,  however,  Herr  Roth's  de- 
scription of  his  assailant  is  too  meagre  to 
be  of  much  use.  It  seems  that  the  villain 
offered  him  a  pinch  of  snuff  from  a  very 
peculiar  snuff-box." 

"  From  a  what  ?  " 
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"  From  a  gold  snuff-box,  bearing  on  the 
lid  the  ^^g^  of  a  skull  and  cross-bones, 
and  the  motto  '  Memento  mori^  " 

"  Who  says  so  ?  "  demanded  the  Doctor, 
rudely,  almost  fiercely,  indeed.  ''  Who 
says  so  ?  " 

''  Herr  Roth." 

''  It  is  an  illusion  ;  the  coinage  of  a  dis- 
tempered brain.  He  does  not  know  what 
he  is  talking  about.  Whoever  heard  any- 
thing so  ridiculous  ?  A  death's  head  snuff- 
box, indeed !  " 

Jack  was  going  to  say  that  it  was  not 
the  first  time  he  had  heard  of  such  a  snuff- 
box, when  the  Doctor,  with  an  angry  ex- 
clamation, rose  suddenly  from  the  sofa  and 
began  pacing  about  the  room. 

''  Whv  was  I  not  told  of  this  before  ?  " 
he  said,  excitedly,  at  the  same  time  stop- 
ping abruptly  and  glaring  wildly  at  Jack. 
"  Why  has  this  supposed  revelation  been 
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kept  back  from  me  ?  As  one  of  Herr 
Eoth's  medical  attendants  I  ought  to  have 
been  the  first  to  know.  Have  I  not  done 
all  in  my  power  for  him  ?  Did  I  not 
diagnose  pressure  on  the  brain  when  that 
old  fool  of  a  Krankenheiler  said  there  was 
none  ?  Did  I  not  advise  trephining,  and 
successfully  perform  the  operation  ?  I 
saved  the  old  man's  life,  and  this  is  the 
return  I  get !  Yes,  I  saved  his  life,  saved 
it,  I  say.  And  now  they  keep  things  from 
me.  I  am  not  considered  worthy  of  their 
confidence.  What  does  it  mean,  Mr. 
Yerelst,  what  does  it  mean,  I  say  ?  And 
who  is  this  Yon  Ehrenberg,  that  pretends 
at  one  time  to  be  a  bibliophile,  and  another 
a  detective  ?  "  And  Eoydon  stamped  on 
the  floor  and  threw  his  arms  about  like  a 
tragic  actor  in  a  torrent  of  passion. 

Jack  was  about  to  reply,  perhaps  angrily 
— for  he  was  both  astonished  and  annoyed 
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by  this  outburst,  wliicb.  he  was  not  con- 
scious of  having  done  anything  to  provoke — 
when  Leah  interposed.  With  a  look  of  great 
concern  she  laid  her  hand  on  her  father's 
arm,  and  spoke  a  few  words  to  him  in 
Russian.  This  seemed  to  pacify  him  ;  lie 
returned  to  the  sofa,  and,  lying  down, 
pressed  his  head  between  his  hands,  and 
put  them  over  his  eyes. 

Leah  and  Jack  exchanged  glances,  but 
for  two  or  three  minutes  none  of  the  trio 
broke  silence.  Surprise  had  well-nigh 
deprived  the  young  people  of  the  power 
of  utterance ;  it  had  certainly  put  them 
out  of  humour  for  conversation. 

Roydon  looked  as  if  he  were  going  to 
faint,  but  after  swallowing  a  small  glass  of 
brandy,  handed  to  him  by  his  daughter, 
he  recovered  his  equanimity,  and  became 
like  his  ordinary  self. 

''  I  am  very  sorry  that  I  so   completely 
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lost  control  of  myself  just  no^Y,  Yerelst," 
he  said,  faitlny,  "  but  Trlien  these  attacks 
come  on  I  hardly  know  what  I  am  doing, 
and  my  nerves  are  so  thoroughly  unstrung, 
that  I  get  absurdly  excited  by  the  merest 
trifle.  I  fear  I  must  have  annoved  vou 
very  much ;  but,  considering  the  circum- 
stances, I  am  sure  you  will  hold  me 
excused." 

''  Certainly ;  don't  mention  it,"  returned 
Jack  heartily.  "  When  a  man  suffers  as 
you  suffer,  he  cannot  always  be  master 
of  himself.  But  I  am  sure  Frau  Eoth  had 
not  the  least  intention  to  hurt  your 
feelings  ;  and  as  for  the  snuff-box —  " 

"  It  was  not  that  at  all,  not  at  all,"  inter- 
posed Eoydon  with  some  heat ;  ''  it  was — 
I  really  cannot  tell  what  it  was,  if  not 
the  pain.  And,  now  I  think  of  it,  Frau 
Roth  was  going  to  tell  me  what  passed 
after  her  husband  recovered  his  memory, 
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but  I  stopped  her.  I  tliought  I  had 
learnt  all  the  essential  facts  from  Siebold. 
And  so  I  had,  for  this  story  of  the  snuff- 
box is  a  myth,  Mr.  Verelst." 

"  Imagined  by  Herr  Roth  ?  " 

"  Of  course.  TVho  else  could  imagine 
such  a  thing  ?  " 

"  You  don't  believe  in  the  objective 
existence  of  this  box,  then  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  don't  !  Did  I  not  say, 
before  he  recovered  his  memory,  that  he 
would  have  hallucinations.  This  is  one, 
as  also,  probably,  the  entire  story  of  the 
attempt  on  his  life." 

Again  Jack  thought  of  mentioning  the 
Manchester  incident,  but  remembering 
Roy  don's  recent  excitement,  he  decided  to 
refrain  from  any  remark  which  might 
possibly  provoke  another  outbreak. 

"  That  being  your  opinion,"  he  said, 
quietly,  "  I  may  as  well  tell  Von  Ehren- 
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berg  that  you  can  give  liim  no  help  in 
this  inquiry." 

"  Yes,  tell  him  so.  Tell  him,  too,  from 
me,  that  he  is  on  an  entirely  wrong  track. 
However,  if  he  chooses  to  follow  a  shadow, 
it  is  no  affair  of  mine.  Let  him  do  as  he 
likes,"  and  the  Doctor,  sinking  down  on 
the  sofa,  closed  his  eyes,  as  if  he  had 
nothing  more  to  say,  and  was  trying  to 
sleep. 

After  this,  conversation  became  difficult. 

Leah  and  Yerelst  talked  in  whispers ; 
and  though  Jack  would  gladly  have  pro- 
longed his  stay,  and  talked  in  whispers 
all  the  evening,  he  could  not  help  feeling 
that  he  was  in  the  way.  He  had  put  his 
question,  and  got  his  answer ;  Leah  was 
evidently  much  preoccupied,  glancing 
from  time  to  time  uneasily  at  her  father, 
and  he,  on  his  part,  was  evidently  in  no 
humour  for  company ;  so,  when  Jack  had 
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remained  as  long  as  he  decently  could, 
lie  made  a  move. 

"  Must  you  go  ?  "  asked  Leah. 

Jack  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and  she 
did  not  press  him  to  stay. 

''  It  was  very  kind  of  you  to  come," 
she  said.  ''  I  am  sorry  it  has  been  so 
dull  for  you,  but — "  glancing  at  her 
father. 

"It  is  never  dull  where  you  are,  Miss 
Roydon,  never,"  rejoined  Jack,  earnestly, 
and  lowering  his  voice  so  that  only  she 
could  hear. 

But,  so  far  as  appeared,  she  did  not 
hear,  for  she  observed  immediately,  and 
aloud, — 

"  I  have  another  letter  for  Russia,  Mr. 
Yerelst,  and  if  you  will  kindly  get  it 
posted  for  me  in  Manchester,  like  the  last, 
I  shall  be  so  much  obhged." 

**  Certamly ;  I  will  do  it  with  pleasure," 
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he  said,  looking  rather  crestfallen,  for 
he  felt  that  he  had  made  a  bad  shot. 
Neither  time  nor  occasion  was  propitious 
for  compliments  and  flirtation. 

"  A  letter  !  "  put  in  Roydon,  opening 
his  eyes,  "  Will  you  also  post  a  letter  for 
me,  Mr.  Verelst  ?  It  is  there,  on  the 
mantelpiece,  Leah." 

Leah  reached  her  father's  letter,  and, 
together  with  her  own,  handed  it  to 
Verelst. 

'^  It  will  do  if  you  post  it  to-morrow 
morning,"  added  the  Doctor,  wearily. 
"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Yerelst.  I  hope  the 
next  time  you  come  you  will  find  me  more 
sociable." 

"  And  verv  much  better.  When  a  man 
is  unwell  he  cannot  well  be  sociable." 

"  Oh,  I  shall  be  all  right  to-morrow. 
It's  a  mere  passing  indisposition." 

"  He  is  always    talking  in    that  way," 

VOL.    III.  H 
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whispered  Leah,  as  she  went  with  Jack 
towards  the  door.  "  Yet  you  can  see  he 
is  really,  perhaps  seriously,  ill.  I  daresay, 
though,  that  he  will  insist  on  going  out 
aofain  to-morrow.  And  those  outbursts  of 
passion  !  I  really  cannot  tell  what  to  make 
of  them,  and  he  absolutely  refuses  to  con- 
sult a  medical  man.  The  mere  suggestion 
of  such  a  thing  puts  him  in  a  rage.  Come 
ao^ain  soon,  Mr.  Verelst.  Don't  wait  for 
an  invitation.  He  always  seems  pleased 
to  see  you,  and  there  is  nobody  else — 
nobody  whose  advice  is  worth  anything — 
to  whom  I  can  mention  my  troubles,  of 
which  you  know  something  already. 
Good-night  "  (giving  him  her  hand). 

This  was  more  than  consolation  for  the 
rebuff  he  had  just  sustained,  and  Jack  went 
home,  feeling  not  unhappy — thinking  hope- 
fully about  Leah,  and  in  a  state  of  consider- 
able  bewilderment  about  her  father.     The 
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change  tliat  had  come  over  him  during  the 
last  few  weeks  was  almost  appalling. 
There  was  something  on  the  Doctor's  mind 
besides  mere  money  troubles — if  he  had 
any — and  Leah's  manner,  even  more  than 
her  words,  betokened  that  this  was  also 
her  opinion.  What  could  it  be?  But  the 
more  Jack  questioned  himself  on  the  sub- 
ject the  more  difficult  it  seemed  to  read 
the  riddle. 
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CHAPTER   YIII. 

A    LONG    FAEEWELL. 

Befoee  leaving  his  lodgings  on  the  next 
morning  Jack  wrote  a  few  lines  to  Hector, 
and  put  them,  together  with  Leah's  letter 
(as  he  thought)  into  an  envelope,  which 
he  addressed  to  Manchester.  Passing  a 
post-office,  on  his  way  to  the  bank,  he 
dropped  the  packet  into  the  box,  and  then, 
remembering  Roydon's  letter,  he  took  it 
from  his  pocket  with  the  intent  to  put  that 
also  in  the  box.  And  then  he  found  that 
he  had  made  a  mistake — got  the  letters 
mixed.  The  one  he  had  just  posted  was 
Roy  don's,  the  one  in  his  hand  was  Leah's. 
''  Stupid  !  "  muttered  Jack  ;  **  what  was 
I  thinking  about  ?  " 
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He  knew  quite  well  what  he  had  been 
thinking  about.  He  had  been  thinking 
about  Leah.  But  it  did  not  much  matter. 
The  Doctor's  letter  was  addressed  to 
London,  and  by  writing  another  note  to 
his  brother,  and  enclosing  it  with  Leah's 
Russian  letter,  the  mistake  could  easily  be 
rectified.  Hector  would  have  two  letters 
to  post  instead  of  one — that  was  all.  He 
forgot  all  about  the  incident  in  five  minutes 
yet,  like  many  another  trivial- seeming 
event,  it  led  to  momentous  consequences. 

Herr  Banquier  Yerelst,  as  Nettschen  and 
a  good  many  other  people  called  him,  had 
a  busy  day  at  the  bank,  and  until  evening 
came  again  he  thought  no  more  of  Leah. 
Business  men,  however  much  enamoured 
they,  may  be,  can  only  give  a  fraction 
of  their  time  to  affairs  of  the  heart,  and 
Jack,  having  a  conscience  and  somewhat 
of  a  will,  did  not    allow  sentiment    to  in- 
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terfere  with  duty.  When  the  stress  of  the 
day  was  over,  that  is  to  say,  about  five 
o'clock  p.m.,  he  had  further  food  for  thought 
in  the  shape  of  a  letter  from  Frau  Eoth. 
Her  husband,  she  wrote,  was  "  very  low," 
and  though  she  was  loath  to  admit  it,  even 
to  herself,  she  feared  that  he  was  growing 
weaker.  He  had  talked  often  about  him 
(Yerelst)  during  the  day,  and  seemed  very 
anxious  to  see  him,  so  if  Jack  could  come 
after  the  bank  closed  and  take  supper  with 
them,  as  he  used  to  do  in  ''  the  old  happy 
time  "  (words  blotted  with  a  tear)  it  would 
greatly  oblige  her  apd  please  Herr  Roth. 

It  was  an  invitation  Jack  could  not  have 
refused,  even  if  he  had  felt  disposed, 
and  an  hour  later  he  was  on  his  way  to 
Schiller  Strasse.  The  night  was  cold 
and  dark,  and  the  Elbe,  as  it  rushed  under 
the  arches  of  the  old  bridge,  looked  as 
black  as  ink,  and  the  hollow  booming  of 
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lialf-formed  ice-floes,  floated  down  from 
Bohemian  valleys,  and  tlie  wild  soughing 
of  the  wind,  made  weird  and  melancholy 
music  which  coloured  his  thoughts  and 
depressed  his  spirits. 

Everything  seemed  changed  since  Jack 
first  came  to  Dresden :  the  bright  and 
joyous  summer  was  gone ;  Herr  Roth, 
struck  down  by  a  mysterious  hand,  lay 
between  life  and  death.  Dr.  Roydon 
appeared  to  be  going  demented ;  Leah  was 
bent  on  a  project  which  could  end  only 
in  her  ruin.  Hector  had  a  serious  trouble  ; 
while  he  himself,  though  his  business 
prospects  were  far  from  bad,  had  fallen 
in  love  wdth  a  woman  who  was  so  much 
devoted  to  a  cause  that  she  seemed  im- 
pervious to  love  ;  and  a  sweet  girl  whom  he 
did  not  love  had  fallen  in  love  with  him. 

Everything  seemed  to  be  going  wrong. 

''I   know   what    Hector    would    say," 
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soliloquized  Jack,  "  he  would  say  I  am  a 
fool.  And,  'pon  my  word,  I  believe  I  am. 
Why  should  I  worry  myself  about  Leah  ? 
Why  not  go  my  way  and  let  her  go  hers  ? 
....  But  how  if  our  ways  lie  together  ? 

Yes,  how  then  ? 

So  deeply  was  he  occupied  with  these 
vagrant  fancies  and  unanswerable  ques- 
tions, that  he  passed  Herr  Roth's  house 
without  seeing  it,  and  had  to  go  back  nearly 
half  a  mile. 

Helenchen  opened  the  door,  and  her 
sweet  yet  sad  smile  touched  Jack  to  the 
heart.  He  took  her  hand  and  returned 
her  greeting  kindly,  almost  tenderly 
indeed,  and  asked  about  her  father. 

"  He  is  quite  himself,  but  still  very 
weak,  and  what  is  even  worse,  he  is  losing 
courage.  He  is  beginning  to  think  he 
will  not  get  better,  and  we  are  ^^v^  much 
afraid,  Mr.   Verelst.     I  hope    seeing  you 
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will  do  him  good.     My  father  is  always 
glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Yerelst." 

"If    "    thought    Jack.      "Hector 

would  be  quite  right,  I  am  a  fool." 

And  then  he  followed  Helenchen  into 
the  dining-room  and  they  had  supper; 
but  it  was  a  very  different  supper  from 
the  merry  ones  they  used  to  have  in  the 
summer-house.  Everybody  seemed  glad 
when  it  was  over.  For  Frau  Eoth  it  was 
altogether  too  much,  and  she  had  twice  to 
retire  from  the  table  in  order  to  recover 
her  composure. 

After  supper  they  went  into  the  "  good 
father's "  room.  He  seemed  greatly 
pleased  to  see  his  manager,  but  there  was 
no  denying  it,  the  "old  man "  did  look 
decidedly  weaker  than  when  Jack  last  saw 
him. 

"  It  was  very  good  of  you  to  come  so 
soon,"  he   said,  motioning  his  visitor  to  a 
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seat.  "  Why,  it  cannot  be  much  more 
than  an  hour  since  you  got  my  wife's  letter. 
Draw  up  to  the  fire  and  light  a  cigar; 
I  can  stand  smoke,  and  like  the  smell 
of  tobacco,  though  I  may  not  smoke  my- 
self." 

Then  he  asked  questions  about  business 
which  were  satisfactorily  answered,  and  a 
few  minutes  later  Frau  Roth,  saying  she 
had  something  to  attend  to  elsewhere,  left 
them  alone. 

"  I  am  far  from  well,  Yerelst,"  he  went 
on,  after  a  rather  long  pause,  *'  and  talk- 
ing tires  me,  but  I  like  to  keep  up  appear- 
ances before  her — she  feels  it  so  much. 
Yes,  talking  tires  me.  I  am  done  for, 
dear  friend.  I  shall  never  leave  this  room 
until  I  am  carried — to  my  grave." 

*'  Come,  come,  Herr  Eoth  !  don't  talk 
in  that  way,'*  remonstrated  Jack,  with 
affected   cheerfulness.     "  You    are   worth 
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half  a  dozen  dead  men  yet,  and  will  get 
better  and  come  down  to  the  bank  before 
many  weeks  are  over,  I  am  sure  you  will. 
Keep  up  your  courage,  whatever  you 
do/' 

"  I  do  try,"  said  the  old  man,  sadly. 
''  But  it  is  hard  to  keep  your  courage  up 
when  you  feel  yourself  grow  feebler  every 
day,  and  I  have  a  strong  foreboding — how- 
ever, I  did  not  ask  you  here  to  talk  about 
myself.  I  have  something  very  serious 
to  say  to  you,  my  friend,  and  I  want  to 
say  it  quickly,  for  talking  tires  me,  and 
there  is  no  telling  how  soon —  It  lies 
heavy  on  my  mind,  Yerelst,  that  I  have 
no  son  to  step  into  my  shoes  and  carry  on 
the  business  my  dear  old  father  founded, 
and  which  he  and  I  have  carried  on  with 
honour  and  credit  for  more  than  three- 
score years.  Hermann  is  of  no  use,  and 
worse  than  no  use.     I  would  like  you  to 
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take  his  place — if  you  can  see  your  way — 
to  take  the  place  that  he  should  take  and 
— I  may  as  well  come  to  the  point  at  once 
— to  marry  our  Helenchen. 

"  Marry  Helenchen  !  " 

The  idea,  as  we  know,  was  not 
absolutely  new  to  Jack,  yet,  coming 
so  suddenly  and  unexpectedly,  Herr 
Roth's  proposal  surprised  him  beyond 
expression. 

''  Wait  a  minute,"  continued  the  old 
man,  ''  wait  until  I  have  finished  before 
you  say  anything.  I  say  I  should  like 
you  to  marry  Helenchen,  but  not  unless 
you  can  see  your  way,  and  I  don't  ask  you 
for  any  engagement — not  for  an  answer 
even.  It  would  not  be  fair.  Think  of  it ; 
that  is  all  I  ask.  I  have  a  high  esteem 
for  you,  John  Verelst,  as  my  desire  to 
leave  you  my  business  and  give  you  my 
daughter  prove.     And  I  think  it  would  be 
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greatly  to  jour  advantage.  The  business 
is  sound  if  not  very  large,  and  the  child 
will  be  well  off ;  she  will  have  something 
like  400,000  marks,  and  though  that  may 
not  seem  much  to  an  Englishman,  it  is  a 
large  fortune  for  a  German  maiden.  But, 
what  is  better  still,  Helenchen  is  a  good 
girl,  and  would  make  any  man  worthy  of 
her  a  good  wife.  A  sweet,  lovable  girl, 
and  T  think  she  likes  you.  I  do  think  she 
likes  you,  dear  friend.  I  do  not  press  you 
for  an  answer,  but  if  you  could  see  your 
way  it  would  be  a  great  comfort  to  me 
now  and  a  priceless  consolation  to  Frau 
Roth  when,  when — you  know  what  I 
mean.  Think  of  it,  think  of  it,  John 
Verelst.  Dear  little  Helenchen  !  My 
poor  wife  !  ' ' 

"  God  bless  you,  Herr  Roth,  I  will 
think  of  it,"  cried  Jack,  deeply  moved. 
^'You  have   been   good  and  kind  to  me, 
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and  I  will  do  all  in  my  power  for  you 
and  yours.  Whatever  comes,  I  will  stand 
by  them,  and  try  to  be  to  Frau  Eoth  as 
a  son.  Yes,  dear  master,  I  will  think 
of  it." 

Perhaps,  in  saying  this,  and  in  saying  it 
so  warmly,  he  went  too  far,  and  so  raised 
expectations  which  he  knew  he  could  not 
fulfil.  But  he  was  under  the  influence  of 
strong  emotion,  and  it  was  simply  im- 
possible for  him  to  tell  ''  the  old  man  "  that 
he  could  not  marry  Helenchen — that  he 
loved  another.  It  would  have  been  too 
cruel. 

*'  God  bless  you,  John,  and  may  my 
blessing,  if  it  will  do  you  any  good,  be  with 
you  all  your  life  long  !  You  have  been  a 
comfort  and  a  help  to  me  ever  since  you 
came — I  feel  tired;  you  had  better  send 
Frau  Eoth  to  me.  God  bless  you,  once 
more.     Farewell!" 
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"  Farewell !  "  said  Jack,  in  a  broken 
voice ;  and  after  kissing  the  old  man  on 
both  cheeks,  he  went  his  way. 

It  was  a  long  farewell.  Thej  met  never 
more. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

A    STARTLING    EVENT. 

As  John  Yerelst,  walking  homeward,  buried 
in  thought  and  sad  at  heart,  neared  a  police 
station  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  New 
Market,  he  observed  a  number  of  civilians 
and  gendarmes  standing  before  the  door, 
and,  as  might  appear  from  their  gesticula- 
tions, engaged  in  animated  discussion.  But 
being  too  much  preoccupied  to  feel  very 
curious,  he  was  going  on  without  heeding, 
when  the  words,  ''  robbery,  murder," 
uttered  several  times  in  quick  succession, 
and  with  great  emphasis,  struck  on  his 
ear,  and  brought  him  to  a  sudden  stop. 

"  What  is  wrong  ?  "  he  asked  one  of  the 
police  officers. 
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"  Only  another  murder  !  Old  Simon,  the 
Jew  bookseller  in  Pirnaesche  Strasse,  has 
been  found  in  his  own  shop  with  his  skull 
beaten  in." 

''  And  who — has  anybody  ? — '* 

'*  Not  yet.  But  measures  have  been 
taken.  It  is  thought  to  have  been  done 
by  the  same  gang  that  murdered  Herr 
Roth." 

In  any  circumstances  a  sufficiently  start- 
ling event,  but  its  presumed  resemblance 
to  the  attack  on  Herr  Roth,  and  the 
possibility  that  it  might  have  been 
perpetrated  by  the  same  miscreants  who 
had  so  nearly  killed  him,  rendered  it 
doubly  horrible,  and  Jack  went  home 
with  a  mind  so  perturbed  that  he  found 
it  impossible  to  sleep.  The  one  event, 
moreover,  was  quite  as  mysterious  as  the 
other,  for  though  he  called  early  next 
morning   at   the  Amtsrichter's    office,    he 

VOL.    III.  I 


1 1 4  Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 

could  learn  little  more  tlian  had  been 
told  him  by  the  policeman  on  the  night 
before. 

It  seemed  that  Simon  (whom,  though 
Yerelst  did  not  know,  he  had  once  or 
twice  seen  as  he  passed  the  shop  in  Pir- 
naesche  Strasse)  was  about  to  start  on  a 
journey,  for  which  he  had  made  every 
preparation,  and  that  a  droshky  was 
ordered  to  come  for  him  at  half-past  eight. 
The  vehicle  appeared  at  the  door  exactly 
at  the  time  appointed,  and  the  driver, 
seeing  thab  the  shop  was  shut,  and 
knowing  that  Simon  had  to  catch  a  train, 
rang  the  bell,  and  the  summons  producing 
no  effect,  he  rang  again.  This  brought 
Simon's  niece  and  the  housekeeper,  who 
was  nearly  as  old  as  himself,  to  the  window 
of  the  floor  above,  where  they  lived. 

*'  What  do  you  want  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I     have     come     to     take     the    Herr 
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Buchhandler  (bookseller)  to   the  statioD," 
answered  the  driver. 

"  Tell  him,  then ;  he  is  in  the  shop." 

"  Shop  is  shut  up." 

''  Try  the  door ;  he  has,  maybe,  fallen 
asleep." 

The  man  did  try  the  door,  and  there 
being  no  answer  to  his  call,  and  the  place 
in  darkness,  he  struck  a  match  and  lig^hted 
the  gas. 

The  Herr  Buchhandler  had,  indeed,  fallen 
asleep — never  to  waken  more.  He  lay  in 
a  heap  against  a  pile  of  books,  having 
been  apparently  struck  from  behind  by 
somebody  armed  with  a  blunt  instrument, 
which  had  fractured  the  occipital  bone, 
and  must  have  killed  him  instantly. 

No  wonder  Fraulein  Rebecca  had  heard 

no  cry;  he  could  have  uttered  none.     The 

till  was  empty,  but  whether  it  had  been 

emptied   by    the   victim    or   his    assailant 

I  2 
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there  was  nothing  to  show.  But  Simon's 
watch,  a  valuable,  though  old-fashioned 
time-keeper,  his  gold  snuff-box,  and 
whatever  money  he  may  have  had  in  his 
possession,  were  gone. 

This  was  all.  No  suspicious-looking 
character  had  been  seen  to  enter  or  leave 
the  shop ;  the  murderer  had  left  no  sign, 
and  the  police  were  quite  at  fault.  They 
could  only  assert  their  belief  that,  as  the 
case  so  much  resembled  Herr  Eoth's,  the 
two  deeds  had  been  done  by  the  same 
gang.  They  took  the  gang  for  granted.  So 
did  the  Amtsrichter.     This  gave  them  hope. 

"  When  there  is  a  gang,"  he  said  to 
Jack,  "  we  have  always  a  better  chance  of 
success.  They  are  sure,  sooner  or  later, 
to  quarrel  and  denounce  each  other. 
They  have  not  got  such  a  good  haul  as 
they  did  when  they  robbed  Herr  Roth, 
though.     Simon   never  had   much    money 
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about  him,  and  his  niece  thinks  the 
murderers  cannot  have  got  more  than  two 
or  three  hundred  marks — besides  the 
snuff-box  and  watch.  The  snuff-box  they 
have  put  into  the  pot,  of  course,  but  the 
watch  they  will  not  find  it  very  easy  to 
get  rid  of.  It  is  a  fine  old-fashioned 
repeater,  bequeathed  to  Simon  by  his 
father.  It  chimes  the  hours  and  quarters, 
and  has  a  Hebrew  text  engraved  inside 
the  back.  I  have  a  full  description  of  it, 
and  if  the  thieves  attempt  to  part  with 
it  they  will  be  caught.  You  see  I  was 
quite  right,  Mr.  Yerelst.  I  said  from 
the  first  that  there  was  more  than  one 
concerned  in  Herr  Hoth's  murder,  and 
that  they  were  in  Dresden,  and  I  am  quite 
as  sure  as  ever  that  the  principal  culprit 
is  either  English  or  American.  But 
whoever  he  is  we  must  have  him.  We 
cannot  let   people   be   murdered   in  their 


I  1 8  Tivo  Pinches  of  Snuff. 

houses  in  this  way.     When  do  you  expect 
to  see  Von  Ehrenberg  ?  *' 

''  In  a  week  or  ten  days.*' 

''  You  will  write  and  tell  him  what  has 
happened  ? " 

*'  I  shall  write  to-day." 

As  soon  as  Yerelst  reached  the  office  he 
proceeded  to  carry  this  intention  into 
effect,  and  being  full  of  his  subject 
wrote  rather  a  long  letter.  Just  as  he 
was  finishing  it  Dr.  Roydon  called.  He 
had  come  to  change  some  Russian  money, 
and  looked  into  Jack's  room  to  ask  after 
Herr  Roth. 

''  What  do  you  think  about  this  terrible 
affair  in  the  Pirnaesche  Strasse  ?  "  inquired 
Jack,  after  he  had  given  the  latest  news 
from  Schiller  Strasse,  which  was  anything 
but  satisfactory. 

<c  Terrible  affair  in  Pirnaesche  Strasse. 
What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
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"  You  have  not  heard,  then  ?  Why,  all 
the  town  is  ringing  with  it.  Old  Simon — 
the  Jew  bookseller,  you  know — was 
murdered  last  night  in  his  own  shop,  just 
as  he  was  about  to  start  on  a  journey. 

E-oydon,  who  was  standing  before 
Verelst's  table — having  the  moment  before 
refused  an  invitation  to  take  a  seat — 
dropped  into  the  nearest  chair  as  if  he  had 
been  shot,  and  turned  as  pale  as  a  sheet. 

''  Simon  murdered  !  Simon  murdered  !  " 
he  gasped.     *'  How — when — where  ?  " 

"In  his  shop,  as  is  supposed,  about 
seven  o'clock  last  night,  with  a  blunt 
instrument,  which  fractured  his  skull." 

"  Simon  murdered  !  Impossible  !  Why, 
I  was  in  his  shop  at  five  o'clock  and 
bought  a  book  from  him." 

"  Were  you,  really  ?  That  may  be  an 
important  piece  of  evidence.  We  must 
let  the  police  know.     The  police  think  the 
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crime  is  the  work  of  the  same  miscreant 
who  robbed  the  bank  and  so  cruelly  used 
our  old  man." 

"  No  !  no  !  "  exclaimed  Roydon  ;  "  no,  a 
thousand  times  no.  It  is  the  hand  of  God, 
it  is  the  hand  of  God  !  "  and  then,  without 
another  word,  he  took  up  his  hat  and 
hurried  from  the  room. 

"  He  is  mad,"  t"hought  Jack,  gazing  after 
him  in  mute  astonishment;  ''  stark,  staring 
mad.  If  he  goes  to  Leah  in  that  state  he 
will  frighten  her  to  death."  And  there 
was  a  wild  look  in  the  Doctor's  eyes  which, 
even  more  than  his  words,  showed  that, 
whether  mad  or  not,  he  was  at  least  in  a 
condition  of  intense  excitement. 

But  he  did  not,  as  Yerelst  feared  he 
might  do,  go  to  Leah  in  that  state,  for  in 
less  than  ten  minutes  he  was  back  at  the 
bank,  looking  much  as  usual. 

"  I  have  returned,"  he  said,  quietly,  "  to 
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apologize  for  leaving  you  in  the  way  I 
did  just  now.  You  must  have  thought  it 
very  strange.  But  the  fact  is  that,  in 
the  present  state  of  my  nerves,  owing 
to  my  neuralgia,  loss  of  sleep,  and  the 
heavy  doses  of  chloral  I  am  obliged  to 
take—" 

"  And  brandy,"  thought  Jack. 

*'  In  the  present  state  of  my  nerves  any 
sudden  shock  completely  upsets  me,  and, 
there  is  no  denying  it,  I  talk  at  random. 
I  did  just  now.  And — you  may  not 
believe  it — but  I  have  not  the  most  remote 
idea  of  what  I  said.  There  is  no  doubt 
of  it,  I  suppose — Simon  really  is  mur- 
dered ?  " 

"  Well,  I  did  not  see  it  done,  and  I 
have  not  seen  the  body ;  but  I  have 
my  information  from  the  police,  and 
I  am  really  afraid  it  is  too  true,  Dr. 
Roydon." 
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"  There  is  nothing  about  it  in  this 
morning's  papers,  though." 

"  Very  likely.  Remember,  the  murder 
was  not  discovered  until  late  last  night, 
and  I  do  not  think  there  are  any  penny-a- 
liners  in  Dresden  on  the  look  out  for 
horrors." 

''Yes,  it  must  be  true.  But  it  is  so 
dreadful  to  think  that  the  man  one  was 
talking  to  at  five  should  be  dead  before 
nine,  that  I  can  hardly  realize  it.  Poor 
old  Simon  !  I  went  to  buy  a  book  he  had 
offered  me — a  fine  copy  of  the  '  Rerum 
Germaniarum  ' — and  I  paid  him  for  it,  as  I 
think  I  told  you." 

''  Yes,  and  I  said  you  had  better  inform 
the    police.      The   murderer    very   likely 
took   the  money  you  paid    for  the  book. 
Was  it  much  ?  " 

"  Fifteen  hundred  marks." 

"A  big  price  for  a  book,"    said  Jack, 
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with  a  look  of  some  surprise.  ''  What 
was  it  in — the  money,  I  mean  ?  " 

''  Notes  :  fifteen  of  one  hundred  marks 
each." 

"  That  is  very  important,  and  might 
lead  to  something,  especially  if  you  have 
got  the  numbers.  You  must  see  the 
police  by  all  means  ;  I  should  go  at  once 
if  I  were  you." 

''  You  are  right,  I  will.  Yes,  I  will  go 
to  the  police  and  tell  them  all — I  mean  all 
I  know  about  Simon,"  returned  Roydon, 
dreamily.  "To  whom  should  I  apply? 
I  have  had  so  little  to  do  with  the  police 
(smiling)  that  I  do  not  know  how  to  go 
about  it." 

''  Go  to  the  examining  judge.  Here  is 
his  address  "  (writing  it  and  a  few  words 
of  introduction  on  his  own  card).  "  You 
can  use  my  name.  I  have  had  a  good 
deal  to  do  with  him  in   connection  with 
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Herr  Roth's  matter.     The  sooner  jou  go 
the  better,  I  think." 

"  I  think  so,  too.  Yes,  I  will  go. 
Good-bye,"  and  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word,  he  put  on  his  hat  and  slowly 
descended  into  the  street. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

EOrDON   EECEIVES   A    MESSAGE. 

"  Very  queer,"  soliloquized  John  Verelst, 
putting  his  pen  behind  his  ear,  leaning 
back  in  his  chair,  and  thrusting  his  hands 
into  his  pockets — a  way  he  had  when  he 
wanted  to  think.  "  Very  queer.  He  said 
he  had  not  the  least  idea  what  he  had 
said,  and  yet  he  evidently  remembered  all 
that  passed  !  And  sometimes  he  acts  like 
a  man  in  a  dream;  at  others,  as  if  he 
was  wild  with  rage,  or  so  scared  that  he 
does  not  know  what  he  is  doing.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  look  that  came  over  his 
face  when  I  told  him  old  Simon  had 
been  murdered.  He  might  have  seen  a 
ghost.      He  must  really  be  going  off  his 
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head ;  and  no  wonder,  seeing  how  he 
suffers  from  neuralgia,  and  how  much 
chloral  and  cognac  he  drinks.  Dr. 
Roydon  is  going  downhill  fast.  And  yet, 
when  I  first  came  to  Dresden  he  seemed 
to  be  all  right,  as  strong  in  mind  and 
body  as  any  man  need  be.  If  anything 
happened  to  him  it  would  be  very  hard 
on  Leah.  Would  she  still  persist  in  her 
idea  of  going  to  Russia,  I  wonder  ?  And 
Helenchen  !  I  am  afraid  I  said  too  much  to 
the  old  man  yesterday.  He  is  sure  to  have 
told  Frau  Roth,  and  they  will  be  taking 
it  for  granted.  Yes,  I  went  rather  too  far ; 
yet  how  could  I  have  said  less — Roth  only 
just  alive — and  they  have  been  so  kind  ? 
But  it  is  awkward,  very  awkward — every- 
thing seems  awkward  just  now ;"  and  Jack, 
with  a  sigh,  half  of  perplexity,  half  of  dis- 
couragement, pulled  his  hands  out  of  his 
pockets,  and  went  on  with  his  writing. 
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In  tlie  meanwhile  Dr.  Roydon  had 
gone  to  the  police  ofi&ce,  but  curiously 
enough  he  did  not  go  straight,  taking  first 
several  turns  round  the  Theatre  Platz,  and 
walking  twice  up  and  down  the  Ostra 
Allee.  Even  when  he  got  to  the  door  he 
hesitated. 

"  I  don't  like  it,"  he  murmured  ;  "but 
after  what  has  passed  there  is  no  alterna- 
tive. It  would  be  more  dangerous  now 
not  to  see  this  man  than  to  see  him.  What 
a  fool  I  was  to  let  out !  I  don't  know 
what  I  was  thinking  about.  Well,  if  I 
have  to  undergo  the  ordeal,  the  sooner  it 
is  over  the  better.  I  will  say  as  little  as  I 
can — that  is  the  main  point — as  little  as  I 
can.     I  have  said  too  much  already." 

When  the  magistrate  heard  the  Doctor's 
name  and  Verelst's  message  he  ordered  his 
visitor  to  be  shown  into  his  room  at  once. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  and  to  make  your 
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acquaintance,  Herr  Doctor,"  he  said,  cour- 
teously offering  him  a  chair.  "  You  have 
some  communication  to  make,  as  I  gather 
from  Herr  Banquier  Yerelst's  card,  with 
reference  to  the  murder  of  Herr  Buch- 
handler  Simon  ?  " 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  murder,  Herr 
Richter  ;  until  Herr  Yerelst  told  me  I  did 
not  even  know  there  had  been  a  murder. 
All  I  can  tell  you  is  that  at  five  o'clock 
yesterday  afternoon  I  saw  Simon  alive  and 
well,  bought  a  book  from  him,  and  paid 
him  1500  marks." 

"  For  the  book  ?  " 

^*  For  the  book." 

''  But  this  is  really  very  important  evi- 
dence, Herr  Doctor,"  returned  the  judge, 
deferentially ;  a  man  who  could  pay  1500 
marks  for  a  book  was  clearly  a  man  to  be 
respected.  "  Very  important  evidence. 
These   1500    marks   may    have  been  the 
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motive  of  the  murder.  Did  anybody  see 
you  pay  tliem  to  Herr  Simon  ?  " 

*'  I  don't  think  so.  But  it  is  possible, 
for  I  rather  think  the  door  was  open  at 
the  time.'* 

"Ah!  yes.  It  is  quite  possible;  very 
probable,  I  should  say.  In  what  shape 
was  the  money — notes  r  " 

''  Yes,  as  I  told  Verelst  just  now — he 
asked  the  same  question^fifteen  one- 
hundred  mark  notes.'' 

"  Have  you  the  particulars  of  them  r  " 

''  Xo ;  I  never  enter  the  particulars  of 
the  notes  I  receive ;  it  would  be  too  much 
trouble." 

*'  But  if  you  got  them  from  a  bank  it 
may  be  possible  to  ascertain  the  number." 

"  I  don't  think  I  got  any  of  them  from  a 
bank.  Some  I  got  from  one  person,  some 
from  another,  but  from  whom  I  cannot  tell 

you." 

VOL.  irr.  K 
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"  Try  to  remember." 

**  I  will  try;  I  am  trying  now.  But  I 
do  not  think  it  is  of  the  least  use.  I  am 
very  careless  about  money,  except  when  I 
happen  to  want  some.  I  often  put  notes 
in  my  drawer  and  forget  all  about  them  for 
weeks  together." 

"What  a  Croesus  the  man  must  be!" 
thought  the  judge,  enviously. 

''It  is  very  unfortunate.  Those  notes 
might  furnish  a  clue,  you  know." 

"If  the  thieves  have  got  them,"  suggested 
Roydon,  ''  Are  you  sure  that  they  are  not 
somewhere  in  Simon's  house,  or  his  shop  ?" 

"  That  I  shall,  of  course,  ascertain ;  but 
I  should  think  it  is  very  unlikely,  and  if  you 
could  recall  where  you  got  even  one  of 
those  notes  it  might  furnish  an  important 
clue.  If  you  do  you  will  communicate  with 
us?" 

''Certainly." 
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*'  In  any  event  it  is  something  to  know 
that  Simon  was  in  his  shop  at  five  o'clock, 
and  that,  in  addition  to  other  moneys,  he 
had  in  his  possession  loOO  marks  in  bank 
notes ;  and  I  am  greatly  obliged  to  you, 
Herr  Doctor,  for  giving  us  the  information. 
If  everybody  were  equally  zealous  in  the 
cause  of  justice,  we  should  have  fewer 
crimes  to  deplore  than  we  have  at  present." 

"  Naturally,  for  there  would  be  no  evil- 
doers," said  Ptoydon,  drily. 

''  How  ?  Ah,  yes,  I  see.  If  everybody 
was  zealous  in  the  cause  of  justice,  of 
course — Ha  !  ha  I  very  good.  AY  ell,  I  hope, 
Herr  Doctor,  that,  thanks  to  your  timely 
information,  we  shall  be  able  to  trace  tlie 
author  of  this  crime  ;  and  it  is  all  the  more 
important  to  do  so,  as  I  am  sure  he  is  a 
member  of  the  same  gang,  if  he  be  not  the 
very  same  man,  who  assaulted  Herr  Roth 
and  robbed  his  bank.  I  am  glad  to  have 
K  2 
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made   your    acquaintance,    Herr    Doctor. 
Farewell,  my  dear  sir,  farewell." 

''No  verv  difficult  ordeal,  after  all," 
soliloquized  Roydon,  as  lie  bent  his  steps 
towards  Halbe  Gasse.  ''  He  was  not  lialf 
as  troublesome  as  he  might  have  been.  It 
is  a  good  omen." 

Had  Eoydon  suspected  what  an  ordeal  he 
was  to  undergo  within  the  next  twenty-four 
hours,  he  might  not  have  found  much 
comfort  in  the  judge's  want  of  insight,  or 
reo-arded  the  incident  which  had  iust  come 
to  pass  as  being  ominous  of  good. 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  every 
Sunday  morning  the  Doctor  went  to  church, 
but  never  once  since  his  last  visit  to  England 
had  he  taken  any  part  in  the  duty.  Though 
Mr.  Ashley  had  several  times  solicited  his 
help,  he  declined  even  to  read  the  lessons, 
always  on  the  same  ground — that,  having 
entirelv    divested    himself  of  his    clerical 
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character,  lie  would  do  nothing  which 
might  imply  that  he  was  other  than  a  lay- 
man. This  rather  annoyed  the  chaplai]], 
who  very  much  liked  to  be  helped,  and  for 
some  time  past  there  had  been  a  marked 
cooling  of  their  friendship. 

When  he  grot  back  from  church,  Rovdon 
found  a  letter  from  Fran  Roth,  sent  by  a 
special  messenger,  who  was  waiting  for  an 
answer.  Her  husband  seemed  worse,  she 
said,  and  as  Dr.  Siebold  was  away  in  the 
country,  she  would  take  it  as  a  great  favour 
if  Dr.  Roydon  would  come  up  to  Schiller 
Strasse  as  soon  as  he  conveniently  could. 

He  showed  the  letter  to  his  daughter. 

*'I  suppose  I  must  go,"  he  said. 

"  Of  course  you  must.  ^Vhy  should  you 
hesitate?"  returned  Leah. 

"  It  is  Siebold's  case,  you  know,  and  T 
do  not  like  to  interfere." 

*'  What  does  that  matter?     He  is  out  of 
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town,  and  he  could  not  possibly  take  offence. 
Besides,  it  is  only  kind.  Think  what  Frau 
Eoth's  feelings  would  be  if  you  were  to 
refuse." 

"  Well,  then,  I  will  go.  Let  JSTettschen 
tell  the  messenger  that  I  shall  be  there  in 
an  hour.  I  wish,  though — however,  it  does 
not  matter.     Yes,  say  I  will  be  there." 

Leah  was  at  a  loss  to  understand  why  her 
father  should  hesitate  to  comply  with  Frau 
Eoth's  request,  or  put  off  his  visit  for  an 
hour ;  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  him 
from  going  at  once,  and  she  mentally 
noted  it  as  a  curious  fact  that  ever  since 
Herr  Eoth  had  recovered  his  memory,  the 
Doctor  seemed  to  have  lost  all  interest  in 
the  case,  and  had  seen  his  patient  only 
once  or  twice. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

'^  I    AM    THE    MxVN  !  " 

''He  has  got  weaker  every  day,  lately,  and 
to-day  he  is  so  much  weaker  that  I  am 
growing  really  uneasy.  That  is  the  reason 
I  sent  for  you,  Dr.  Roydon.  Thank 
you  so  much  for  coming,"  said  Frau  Roth, 
with  ill-concealed  agitation,  almost  before 
Roydon  had  crossed  the  threshold. 

And  then  she  led  him  into  her  husband's 
room. 

Herr  Roth  was  lying  on  a  sofa,  with 

eyes  half  closed,  and  looking  very  much 
worse  than  when  Roydon  had  last  seen 
him. 

*'  I  am  glad  to  see  you,'^  he  said,  feebly, 
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extending  liis  liaud ;  "I  tlionglit  you  had 
quite  deserted  me." 

"  No,  no  ;  you  do  me  wrong.  I  did  not 
like  to  trouble  you,  and  I  knew  that  with 
Dr.  Siebold  you  were  in  good  hands," 
answered  Roy  don,  hurriedly.  "  How  do 
you  feel  ?  " 

*'  Weak,  verj^  weak.  But  I  am  quite 
without  pain  ;  thank  Heaven  for  that." 

"  Yes,"  put  in  his  wife,  anxious  to  make 
the  most  of  the  one  favourable  symptom. 
"  That  is  true.  He  seems  to  be  quite  free 
from  pain.  He  has  not  even  a  headache, 
and  he  sleeps  a  great  deal." 

Poor  Frau  Roth  !  It  was  stupor  rather 
than  sleep,  and  not  at  all  a  favourable 
sign.  But  Dr.  Roydon,  who  was  closely 
watching  the  sick  man,  made  no  remark. 

After  a  few  more  questions  had  been 
asked  the  banker  beckoned  to  his  wife. 

**  Thou  hast  not  been  out  all  day,  dear 
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woman ;  take  a  turn  in  the  garden  and  get 
a  breath  of  fresh  air ;  the  Doctor  will  keep 
nie  company  a  few  minutes,"  he  whispered, 
tenderlj^ 

Frau  Roth  started  and  turned  pale.  Her 
loving  heart  told  her  that  he  wanted  to  ask 
Eojdon  a  question  which  he  feared  it  might 
pain  her  to  hear.  She  sighed  deeply,  and, 
bending  down,  kissed  liim  fondly,  and  as 
she  did  so  a  hot  tear  dropped  on  the  old 
man's  face.  Then  she  turned  away  and 
crept  quietly  out  of  the  room. 

''  It  is  very  hard.  Doctor,  very  hard," 
said  Herr  Roth,  in  a  broken  and  scarcely 
audible  voice,  "  to  be  forced  to  part  in  this 
cruel  way.  For  it  is  coming  to  that — 
My  time  is  nearly  up,  I  fear.  And  that 
brings  me  to  the  point.  I  want  to  ask 
you — not  as  a  doctor,  but  as  man  to  man, 
as  a  good  and  dear  friend — I  want  to  ask 
you    if  you  don't    think "    (with    a   great 
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effort) — "  if  3^ou  don't  tliink  I  am  nearly  at 
the  last  ?     I  feel  so.'^ 

Roy  don  tried  to  answer,  but  words 
seemed  to  fail  liim.  Then  lie  counted  his 
patient's  pulse,  stethoscoped  his  heart,  and 
listened  to  his  breathing. 

*'Well?"  said  Herr  Rotli. 

Eoydon  bowed  his  head. 

''Soon?" 

Again  Roydon  bowed  his  head ;  it  was 
impossible  to  deny  it — the  old  man  was 
dying. 

"Merciful  Heaven,  must  it  then  be?" 
murmured  Rotli,  closing  liis  eyes. 

Then  there  followed  a  silence  of  several 
minutes. 

''  I  have  settled  my  affairs,"  he  continued, 
looking  up.  *'  I  have  nothiug  more  to  do 
but  say  farewell.  Will  it  be  to  meet  again, 
I  wonder  ?  Please  Heaven  it  may  ! — 
You  have  been  very  good,  Herr  Roydon. 


\ 
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I  have  forgiven  you  tliat  debt.  My 
wife  will  do — all  that  is  necessary.  Is 
there  aught  else — you  would  like  me 
to  do  ?  " 

'J  There  is,"  answered  Roydon,  in  a 
hoarse  whisper ;  "  there  is.  I  want  you 
to — forgive  your  murderer." 

"  Never  !  never  !  "  exclaimed  the  banker, 
roused  by  this  unexpected  request  to  sudden 
animation.  '^  How  is  it  possible  ?  Think 
of  what  he  has  done.  I  never  harmed 
him,  yet  he  has  taken  my  life  and  plunged 
a  once  happy  family  into  deepest  sorrow. 
How  can  vou  ask  such  a  thino-  ?  I  know 
not  who  he  is,  but  with  my  dying  breath  I 


curse — " 


"  Hush  !  "  said  Roydon  ;  "  for  Heaven's 
sake,  hush  !  As  you  hope  yourself  to  be 
forgiven,  forgive  the  man  who  did  you  this 
cruel  wrong.*' 

*'  Never,  so  help — " 
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**  He  lias  suffered  cruelly,  aud  will  do  all 
lie  can  to  atone." 

^*  Hovr  do  you  know  ?  " 

''  Forgive  him,  Herr  Rotli ;  forgive  liim, 
T  entreat  you." 

"How  know  you  that  he  has  suf- 
fered ?  ^Vliy  are  you  so  pressing,  Herr 
Roydon  ?  " 

'^  Because,  because — Heaven  forgive 
nie — I  am  the  man  !  I  am  your  murderer, 
Heinrich  Eoth  !  " 

"You!  You  I "  screamed  Eoth,  rising 
on  his  elbow,  and  extending  his  hands 
towards  Eoydon,  who  had  now  risen  to 
his  feet.  "You,  Balder  Roydon,  w^hom  I 
thought  my  friend  !      WRY ?  " 

"  I  was  in  sore  need  of  money,  and  you 
would  not  renew  that  bill — tliat  fatal  bill. 
But  I  did  not  mean  to  kill  you,  Herr  Roth ; 
I  did  not ;  and  I  have  done  all  I  could  to 
atone — to  save — to — " 
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''  To  save  tlie  life  you  destroyed  I  That 
voice  !  That  voice  !  It  is  the  same  ;  yes,  it 
is  the  same.  Murderer  I  murderer  I  No, 
no  I  I  cannot  forgive,  and  Heaven  will 
punish — will  punish — Avill  pu '' 

The  old  man  could  say  no  more  ;  with  a 
hoarse  gurgle  in  his  throat  he  sank  ex- 
hausted on  his  pillow. 

Roydon  took  his  victim's  hand  and  held 
it  for  several  minutes.  When  he  let  it  go 
the  arm  dropped  like  lead,  and  at  the  same 
moment  the  door  opened,  and  a  woman 
glided  softly  into  the  room. 

"  Heaven  help  you  and  forgive  me,  Frau 
Roth,"  said  Balder  Roydon,  in  an  intense 
whisper.     ''  Your  husband  is  dead  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

A    FRIGHTFUL    SUSPICION. 

About  tlie  same  time  tliat  Dr.  Royclon 
started  for  cliurch,  John  Yerelst  entered 
his  sitting-room.  Uneasy  thoughts  had 
rendered  his  night  restless,  and  he  had 
risen  late.  On  his  breakfast-table  were 
several  letters.  One  was  from  Hector. 
Jack  opened  it  with  rather  languid  curiosity, 
for  he  had  heard  from  his  brother  only  a 
day  or  two  before,  and  it  was  too  soon  to 
expect  news  of  Ehrenberg's  arrival  in 
Manchester. 

"  I  posted  the  two  letters,"  it  ran,  *'  and 
I  want  you  to  tell  me  at  once  who  is  the 
writer   of    the    one    addressed,    '  Messrs. 
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Shortboy,  Sheepshanks,  Hornblow,  and 
Bacon,  Publishers,  Paternoster  Square, 
London,  E.G.,'  for  I  am  as  sure  as  I  can 
be  of  anything  I  have  not  seen  with  vnj 
own  eyes  that  the  same  hand  filled  up 
the  cheque  I  got  from  the  man  with  the 
death's-head  snuff-box ;  and  if  he  did  not 
actually  forge  Balder' s  name  he  knows  who 
did.  To  make  assurance  doubly  sure, 
however,  I  have  had  a  photographic  copy 
of  the  address  taken,  and  sent  it,  together 
with  the  cheque,  to  Lemaire,  the  cele- 
brated London  expert.  If  possible,  send 
me  immediately  some  further  specimens  of 
the  same  handwriting,  and,  above  all,  find 
out  who  is  the  writer — if  you  don't  know 
already.  When  your  friend.  Yon  Ehren- 
berg,  comes  I  shall  give  him  every  at- 
tention and  all  the  information  in  my 
power.  Your  affectionate  brother,  Hector. 
P.S. — Make  full  inquiry,  but  be  very  dis- 
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erect ;  as  yet  it  is  only  a  case  of  suspicion, 
and  a  hasty  step  might  spoil  everything." 

''  What  nonsense  I  "  exchiimed  Jack, 
throwino:  the  letter  down  on  the  table. 
"Why,  the  writer  of  that  address  is  Dr. 
Eoydon  I  Hector  is  misled  by  a  chance 
resemblance  between  the  two  writings.  I 
never  knew  anything  so  absurd." 

And  then  he  took  up  the  letter  and  read 
it  a  second  time.  Clearly  not  a  hastily 
scribbled,  impulsive  letter ;  Hector  was 
not  an  impulsive  man — very  clever  about 
hand^vriting  and  that,  and  he  was  sure  not 
to  have  written  except  after  a  careful  com- 
parison of  the  direction  and  the  cheque. 
The  mere  fact  of  his  having  a  photographic 
copy  taken  and  sending  it  to  Lemaire 
showed  how  much  he  was  in  earnest — how 
deliberately  he  had  acted. 

''  Can  it  be  possible  ?  " 

And  then  Jack  recalls  Roy  don's  strange 
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conduct  of  late — his  fits  of  abstraction, 
varied  by  paroxysms  of  passion,  bis  chloral 
taking  and  dram  drinking,  his  indifferent 
health  and  altered  looks — all  changes 
dating  from  the  time  of  the  robbery.  By 
a  strange  coincidence,  too,  he  was  the  only 
person  known  to  him  answering  to  Yon 
Ehrenberg's  requirement  of  being  equally 
familiar  with  Dresden  and  Manchester,  and 
the  methods  of  business  pursued  in  the 
two  banks ;  for  Roy  don  could  hardly  have 
paid  a  visit  to  Manchester  without  learning 
something  of  how  matters  were  managed 
at  Balder  and  Baxendale's.  He  would  also 
be  acquainted  mth  Mr.  Balder' s  signature, 
and  have  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  blank 
cheques.  In  fact,  the  Doctor  had  every 
facility  for  committing  the  forgery,  and, 
owing  to  his  mania  for  book-buying,  was 
often  straitened  for  money. 

''  If  you  suspect  anybody,  no  matter  how 

VOL.    ]II.  L 
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far-fetclied  the  suspicion  may  seem,  let  me 
know,"  had  said  Yon  Ehrenberg. 

Jack  got  up  from  his  chair  and  walked 
impetuously  about  the  room. 

''  I  am  an  idiot  !  "  he  exclaimed  ;  "an 
idiot.  It  is  not  possible — altogether  out 
of  the  question.  Was  not  Roy  don  away  at 
the  time,  and  does  not  the  old  man  say  his 
assailant  was  utterly  unknown  to  him  ? 
Ah  !  But  he  says,  too,  that  the  voice 
seemed  familiar ;  and,  yes — Roydon  may 
have  disguised  himself.  A  pair  of  spec- 
tacles, a  wig,  and  a  false  beard  would  easily 
render  him  unrecognizable.  Yet,  how  kind 
he  has  been  to  Herr  Roth  and  his  family ! 
But  for  him  the  old  man  would  have  died 
long  since ;  and,  after  all,  Roydon  is  a 
gentleman  ;  he  is  incapable  of  anything  so 
dastardly — and  Leah's  father !  What  would 
be  her  thoughts  if  she  knew  I  had  enter- 
tained such  a  frightful  suspicion — even  for 
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a  moment !  I  will  dismiss  it  from  my 
mind — think  no  more  about  it ;  and  while 
telling  Hector  by  whom  the  direction  was 
written,  say  it  is  quite  out  of  the  question 
that  Dr.  Roydon  can  be  the  forger  of 
the  cheque." 

The  letter  was  written  and  despatched  ; 
but  Jack  found  it  no  easier  than  before  to 
dismiss  the  subject  from  his  thoughts.  He 
could  neither  read  it  away  nor  talk  it  away. 
Do  what  he  would  it  surged  up  in  his  mind 
again  and  again.  At  night  it  kept  him 
awake  for  hours,  and  haunted  him  in  his 
sleep.  When  he  got  up  it  worried  him 
still,  and  continued  worrying  him  until 
two  letters — one  from  Helenchen,  the  other 
from  Leah — diverted  for  a  while  the  current 
of  his  thoughts.  The  first  in  a  few 
touching  words — "  The  poor  father  is 
dead  " — announced  the  demise  of  Herr 
Koth.  The  second  told  him  that  Doctor 
L  2 
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Rojdon  was  seriously  ill — with  brain  fever, 
his  daughter  feared — and  she  asked  him  to 
call  in  the  course  of  the  day. 

Though  naturally  much  moved,  Jack 
was  not  greatly  surprised  by  the  news  of 
the  old  man's  death;  but  it  had  come 
sooner  than  he  expected,  and  he  keenly 
regretted  not  having  seen  him  once  again 
before  the  end.  To  Helenchen  he  wrote  a 
letter,  as  to  the  wording  of  which  he  found 
considerable  difficulty,  expressing  his  sym- 
pathy and  sorrow,  and  offering  to  her  and 
her  mother  all  the  help  it  might  be  in  his 
power  to  render  '^  in  this  time  of  trial  and 
trouble." 

This  done,  and  some  pressing  matters  of 
business  arranged,  Verelst  betook  himself 
to  Halbe  Gasse,  to  offer  there  also  such 
help  and  consolation  as  he  might  be  able 
to  render ;  and  consolation  might  be  neces- 
sary,   for   brain   fever   was    a    dangerous 
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malady,  and  Koydon's  health  had  lately 
shown  evident  signs  of  breaking  up.  It 
was  quite  possible  that  the  death  of  the 
banker  might  be  followed  by  that  of  the 
Doctor,  and  then  what  would  Leah  do  ? 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

SURPlilSES. 

Gloomy  forebodings  are  not  always  justified 
by  the  event,  and  Jack  found  Roydon 
mucli  less  seriously  ill  than  Leah's  letter 
had  led  him  to  expect. 

The  Doctor  had  come  home  the  evening 
before  in  a  state  of  terrible  agitation  and 
distress,  and,  after  informing  her  of  Herr 
Roth's  death,  retired  to  his  room.  How 
he  spent  the  night  she  could  not  tell,  but 
in  the  morning  he  was  delirious,  and 
without  asking  his  leave  she  had  called  in 
Dr.  Neumann,  a  physician  who  lived  in  the 
same  street.  The  moment  he  set  eyes  on 
Roydon  he  declared  the  case  to  be  one  of 
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incipient  brain  fever,  ordered  the  necessary 
remedies,  and  enjoined  the  greatest 
quietude. 

"  Dr.  JN'eumann  is  in  hopes  that  it 
may  be  warded  off,"  said  Leah,  '*  and  since 
I  wrote  to  you  my  father  seems  decidedly 
better.  He  is  quieter  and  disposed  to  sleep. 
But  he  o'ave  me  a  o;reat  frio^lit." 

''He  was  very  bad,  then  ?  " 

'-'  He  raved  so,  and  said  such  terrible 
things.  I  was  almost  at  my  wits'  end.  I 
feared  somebody  else  might  hear  him,  and 
I  asked  you  to  come  because  there  is  no 
one  else  I  can  trust." 

What  terrible  thinos  could  lie  have  said 
that  she  was  afraid  of  being  heard?  A 
strano;e  thouocht  flashed  across  Jack's  mind  ; 
but  it  was  a  point  as  to  which  he  felt  that 
it  would  not  be  right  to  question  her,  so 
he  merely  observed  that  she  might  trust 
him    implicitly,   and    that   he   should  only 
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be  too  glad  to  do  for  her  whatever  he 
could. 

Leah  listened,  but  she  did  not  answer ; 
her  eyes  bespoke  trouble,  and  it  seemed  to 
Jack  that  she  was  debating  in  her  mind 
whether  to  make  a  confident  of  him  or  not. 

**  I  fear  your  father  is  worse  than  you 
like  to  admit,"  he  said  at  length,  by  way 
of  breaking  a  silence  that  was  becoming 
painful. 

''It  is  not  that,"  she  replied,  rousing 
herself  with  evident  effort.  "  He  is  not  in 
danger  yet ;  but  he  may  be  in  very  great 
danger.  And  I  may  as  well  tell  you  now — 
you  will  have  to  know  sooner  or  later  — 
Balder  Koydon  is  not  my  father." 

"Not  your  father!"  exclaimed  Jack. 
"  Not  your  father  !  ^yhat  then  ?  "  and  his 
heart  seemed  to  stand  still,  and  the  blood 
rushed  so  suddenly  to  his  head  that  he 
could   hardly   see.      "  Could   she   be     his 
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wife;     or— or — ?*'       The     thouglit     was 
madness. 

"No,"  she  answered  slowly,  either  not 
observing  or  not  heeding  Yerelst's  con- 
fusion ;  ''I  am  not  his  daughter,  and  my 
name  is  not  Leah  Starkova.  My  story  is 
very  simple,  and  soon  told.  I  knew  Leah 
well,  and  was  with  her  when  she  died  ;  and 
shortly  afterwards,  when  my  political 
friends  considered  it  necessary  for  me  to 
leave  tlie  country  for  a  season.  Dr.  Roydon 
gave  me  her  papers  and  let  me  pass  as  his 
daughter.  He  did  me  a  great  service,  in 
fact ;  I  owe  him  a  heavy  debt  of  gratitude, 
and  I  have  tried  to  be  to  him  as  his 
own  child  would  have  been.  I  have  done 
my  ntmost — unfortunately  with  little  suc- 
cess— to  restrain  that  fatal  passion  for 
buying  books,  regardless  of  their  cost  or 
his  means,  which  I  have  long  had  a  presen- 
timent would  bring  upon  him  some  great 
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trouble.  And  now  more  tlian  ever  lie  needs 
my  help,  and  shall  have  it ;  for  whatever 
may  be  his  faults,  Balder  Roydon  has  been 
good  to  me." 

''  I  am  very  sorry  for  him,  and  in  any- 
thing you  propose  to  do  for  him  you  may 
count  on  me,"  said  Jack,  overjoyed  to  find 
that  the  suspicion  he  had  for  a  moment 
entertained  was  unfounded. 

''It  is  not  a  question  of  doing  anything 
for  him  in  the  way  you  seem  to  think,  but 
of  protecting  him  from  a  great  danger.  It 
may  be  necessary  to  get  him  out  of  the 
country,  but  at  present  that  is  impossible. 
I  may  be  mistaken — I  hope  I  am — yet  I 
fear  he  has  done  something.  Something 
that — but  I  must  say  no  more  ;  I  have  no 
right.  And,  after  all,  surmise  is  not  fact. 
If  the  need  arises  I  will  be  more  explicit." 

"Your  name  is  not  Leah,  then?"  said 
Jack,  who  was  now  thinking  less  of  Ro^alon 
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than  of  tlie  startling  revelation  lie  had  just 
heard.  ''  But  you  will  always  be  Leah  to 
me." 

"  Oh,  yes  "  (smiling) ;  ''  I  am  Leah  still. 
Before  I  became  Leah  I  was  called  Ida 
Mikailovna  Volkovsky.  Yet  I  am  half 
English,  as  I  said ;  but  from  my  mother, 
not  from  my  father." 

"  Ida  Mikailovna  Volkovsky  !  I  have 
surely  heard  that  name  before." 

"  That  is  very  likely.  It  was  I  who  shot 
General  Tcharkevitch,  and  I  think  the  story 
got  into  the  European  papers." 

"  You,  Leah  !  You  shot  General  Tchar- 
kevitch ?"  exclaimed  Verelst,  aghast. 

"You  need  not  look  so  horrified" 
(smiling  again) ;  I  did  not  want  to  kill  the 
man.  I  only  broke  his  arm,  and  he  de- 
served even  a  more  severe  lesson,  dastard 
as  he  is  !  " 

"What    was     it     he     did?      Though 
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I  remember  the  name  I  forget  the 
facts." 

"  He  struck  Zaina  Ivanovna,  a  young  girl, 
on  the  face  with  his  cane  because  she  did 
not  answer  a  question  to  his  satisfaction." 

"  You  served  him  quite  right.  He  de- 
served not  his  arm  only,  but  every  bone  in 
his  body  breaking,"  said  Jack,  indignantly. 
''  But  you  will  surely  not  persist  in  your 
idea  of  returning  to  Russia;  they  would 
hang  you." 

"It  is  possible — if  they  take  me.  All 
the  same,  I  must  return,  dear  friend." 

''■  Oh,  no,  do  not !  Stay  with  me  !  " 
cried  Jack,  taking  both  her  hands  in  his. 
*' You  called  me  'dear  friend'  just  now; 
let  me  be  that  and  something  more — your 
dear  husband,  for  I  love  you,  Leah ;  and  if 
you  go  back  to  that  terrible  country,  where 
every  man's  liberty  and  every  woman's 
honour  are  at  the  mercy  of   a  tyrannical 
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Government  and  a  brutal  police,  I  think  it 
will  break  my  heart.  And  why  should  you 
go  back  ?  You  have  done  your  part,  and 
earned  a  rigLt  to  repose.  Stay  with  me 
and  be  happy." 

*'Xo,  no,  it  is  impossible.  It  would  be 
an  infamy  to  think  of  happiness  while  my 
countrv  is  so  wretched.  Russia  has  need 
of  me,  and  Russia  is  supreme.  Whether  I 
live  or  whether  I  die,  I  must  go  and  take 
part  once  more  in  the  struggle  for  liberty 
on  the  inflamed  soil  of  my  native  country." 

*'  Let  me  go  with  you,  then,  and  I  will 
take  part  in  the  struggle,  too,"  exclaimed 
Jack,  recklessly.  "I  care  only  for  you; 
without  you  life  will  be  a  blank.  Let  me 
go!" 

**  You  are  very  good  and  noble,"  said 
Leah,  who  seemed  deeply  touched  by  this 
proofof  her  lover's  devotion.  "  In  happier 
circumstances,  perhaps — But  no,  I  could 
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not  accept  such  a  sacrifice.  And  it  would 
be  useless.  You  do  not  understand  the 
language ;  the  danger  would  be  doubled. 
We  might  have  to  spend  our  honeymoon 
in  the  Fortress  of  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul. 
Xo,  dear  friend,  when  the  time  comes,  and 
it  will  come  soon,  we  must  part.  But  we 
will  be  to  each  other  as  sister  and  brother, 
and  I  shall  never,  never  forget  you,  dear 
friend." 

These  words,  and  the  pathetic  look  by 
which  they  were  accompanied,  drove  Jack 
almost  wild. 

'*  No,  no,  I  must  be  more  than  a  brother. 
I  will  not  take  this  refusal.  Think  better 
of  it,  Leah.  Ask  your  heart,  and  if  you 
love  me,  as  I  think  you  do,  it  would  be 
wronging  both  yourself  and  me — " 

*' You  are  mistaken,"  interrupted  Leah; 
*'  I  cannot  let  you  remain  under  this  illusion. 
I  love  you  because  you  have  been  good  and 


Surprises.  159 

kind  :  because  I  believe  you  have  great 
capacities  of  devotion  to  a  cause  or  a 
person,  perhaps  unsuspected  by  yourself; 
but  it  is  tlie  love  of  a  sister  for  a  favourite 
brother ;  not  love  in  the  sense  you  mean. 
There  is  not  room  for  it  in  my  heart,  dear 
friend.  I  could  not  do  it.  It  is  not  in  my 
nature  to  give  myself  to  a  man,  and 
domestic  life  is  not  mv  ideal." 

''  Oh  !  "  sighed  Jack,  '^  must  I  give  up  all 
hope,  then  ?  " 

"  So  far  as  I  am  concerned  I  fear  you 
must.  But  if  you  want  to  marry,  why  not 
marry  Helene  Roth,  or  some  other  girl 
whose  ideal  is  life-long  devotion  to  a  hus- 
band and  family  ?  " 

"  But  the  misfortune  is  I  love  you,  not 
Helenchen." 

''  You  may  love  us  both — Helenchen  as 
bride  and  wife ;  me  as  friend  or  sister. 
Cease  to  think  of  me  in  any  other  light. 
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and  the  feeling  will  pass  away.  Unrecipro- 
cated love,  like  an  unfed  flame,  burns  itself 
out.  And  love  and  domestic  bliss  are, 
after  all,  not  the  chief  ends  of  life.  Many 
people  contrive  to  live,  not  very  unhappily, 
without  them.  Devotion  to  a  cause  is 
nobler,  I  think." 

"  I  daresay  you  are  right.  But  there  is 
a  rio-ht  sort  of  devotion  and  a  wrom^  sort — • 
you  must  at  least  admit  that ;  and  I  cannot 
think  that  for  a  young  woman  to  risk  her 
life  in  a  quixotic  enterprise  is  right.  How- 
ever, you  know  best.  Perhaps  if  I  were 
a  Russian  I  should  feel  as  you  feel.  If  it 
cannot  be  as  I  would  like,  let  us  then  be 
friends — sister  and  brother;  and  I  will 
strive  to  be  to  you  all  that  a  loving  brother 
should.  But  the  idea  of  losing  you — it  is 
more  than  I  can  bear,  Leah  ?  " 

After  a  short  interval  of  silence  Jack, 
wdiose  feelings  were  too  deep  for  words, 
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kissed  her  passionately.  And  tlicn  he  went 
away  sorrowful,  for  he  loved  her  much. 
All  the  same,  he  felt  that  there  was  truth 
in  what  she  said,  and  he  resolvecl  not  to 
repine,  but  to  imitate  Leah's  singleness  of 
purpose,  and  to  bear  his  disappointment 
as  a  man  worthy  of  a  noble  woman's  friend- 
ship  should. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


DISCOVERIES. 


Verelst  heard  no  tiling  of  Yon  Elirenberg 
until  the  latter's  return  to  Dresden,  three 
days  after  Herr  Eoth's  funeral,  and  his 
time  and  thoughts  had  been  so  fully  occu- 
pied with  other  matters  that,  when  Xh^ 
detective  appeared  in  the  office.  Jack's  first 
feeling  was  one  of  surprise  that  he  had 
come  back  so  soon. 

"  You  have  put  the  poor  old  man  in 
the  ground?"  said  Von  Ehrenberg, 
after  a  few  unimportant  questions  had 
been  asked  and  answered. 

"  Yes,  and  a  very  sad  business  it  was." 
''  I  am  sure.     Such  things  always  are. 
They  remind  us  that    we   others   are   all 
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under  sentence  of  death,  and  it  is  not  a 
pleasant  subject  for  reflection.  I  saw  your 
brother.  He  sends  his  greetings,  and  is 
well  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  spotting  the 
scoundrel  with  the  death's-head  snufF-box, 
as  he  puts  it.  He  showed  me  your  letter, 
and  we  compared  the  direction  of  the 
envelope  with  the  writing  on  the  cheque. 
He  also  showed  me  the  report  of  Lemaire, 
the  London  expert." 

*'Well,  what  does  he  think?"  asked 
Jack,  anxiously. 

"  He  is  quite  of  your  brother's  opinion, 
and,  I  may  add,  of  mine,  that  the  man 
who  wrote  that  direction  is  the  man  who 
filled  up  and  signed  the  cheque." 

"  Dr.  Roydon  ?  But  it  is  not  possible, 
Herr  von  Ehrenberg."  It  was  the  con- 
clusion to  which  Jack  himself  had  almost 
come  only  a  few  days  previously ;  but  he 
had  pushed  the  thought  from  him,  partly 
M  2 
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for  Leali's  sake,  partly  ])ecause  lie  could 
not  reconcile  it  with  certain  notorious  facts. 

"  It  is  quite  possible,  Herr  Yerelst,  and 
though  full  proof  is  not  yet  forthcoming, 
I  very  much  fear  that  Dr.  Roy  don  is 
guilty  of  both  crimes,  and  also  of  a  third — 
the  murder  of  Simon,  the  bookseller." 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  Jack,  bounding 
from  his  chair,  almost  breathless  with 
astonishment.  "  You  are  talking  nonsense. 
It  is  impossible.  At  any  rate,  Roydon  is 
not  a  common  brigand." 

"He  is  worse.  He  is  a  man  with  a 
dominant  idea.  However,  let  me  explain. 
Your  surprise  is  natural.  But  you  have 
no  right  to  accuse  me  of  talking  nonsense 
until  you  know  the  facts.  I  am  not  in 
the  habit  of  talking  nonsense,  Herr  Yerelst. 
The  similarity  of  the  handwriting  is  a  key 
that  unlocks  many  doors.  I  don't  say 
that  Dr.  Roydon  is  the  onl}^  person  who 
may    conceivably    have    committed  these 
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crimes ;  on  the  other  hand,  he  is  the  only 
person  we  know  of  who  could  have  com- 
mitted them — fact  and  probability  point  in 
the  same  direction — and  the  chances  are  a 
thousand  to  one  against  anybody  else  beiug 
the  culprit.  AYho  else  knows  all  the  ins  and 
outs  of  Balder' s  bank  and  Roth's  Ijank  ? 
Who  else  speaks  with  equal  facility  Grerman 
and  English  ?  I  have  also  ascertained  that 
only  a  few  months  before  the  forgery  Dr. 
Eoydon  was  staying  with  his  cousin,  the 
banker,  near  Manchester,  that  he  several 
times  accompanied  him  to  the  bank,  and 
had  every  opportunity  of  abstracting 
cheques.  I  have  found  out,  too,  that  at 
the  time  of  the  forgery  he  was  away  from 
home." 

''  How  ?  " 

"  I  wrote  from  Manchester  to  the  police 
here,  asking  them  to  find  out  for  me.  A 
very  simple  matter;  they  had  only  to  inquire 
of  the  porter.    That  he  was  not  recognized 
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by  Balder's  people  at  Alanchester,  or  by 
Herr  Rotli  here,  makes  notliing.  It  is  so 
easy  to  alter  one's  appearance.  I  could  come 
here  to-morrow,  exchange  notes  at  your 
counter  and  greetings  with  yourself,  and  you 
would  afterwards  take  your  oath  that,  who- 
ever else  it  was,  it  could  not  be  Yon  Ehren- 
berg.  About  the  bank  notes,  the  proceeds  of 
the  forgery,  the  Manchester  detectives  were 
not  quite  so  stupid  as  I  thought.  All  the 
same,  they  did  not  prove  themselves  equal 
to  the  occasion.  Eoydon,  on  the  other 
hand,  managed  matters  very  well.  Within 
a  few  hours  of  getting  them  he  exchanged 
them  for  gold,  and  notes  of  different 
denominations,  at  the  Branch  Bank  of 
England.  He  was  probably  apprehensive 
that  if  he  took  all  o'okl  it  mio-ht  excite 
suspicion.  In  London  he  got  more  gold, 
also  from  the  Bank  of  England.  One  note 
he  appears  to  have  paid  at  the  Manchester 
Railwa}'  Station;  another  at  Cook's  office 
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in  London  for  his  ticket  to  Paris ;  another 
on  board  the  steamer  bj  which  he  travelled 
to  Calais;  another  at  the  Gare  de  Calais. 
The  rest — all  but  two — he  cashed  at  a 
money-changer's  in  Paris,  giving  his  name 
as  Yordon,  which  showed  a  lack  of  inven- 
tion on  tlie  part  of  the  Herr  Doctor ;  it  is 
too  much  like  his  own.  One  of  the  two  I 
traced  to  the  Hotel  des  Ambassadeurs,  and 
found  that  the  manager  received  it  from  a 
self-styled  German,  who  gave  the  name  of 
Jordon — which  in  German,  you  know,  is 
pronounced  exactly  like  Yordon — and  the 
description  of  whom  corresponds  to  a 
nicety  with  the  person  of  the  Ilerr  Doctor. 
The  manager,  who  is  a  German  (though  he 
calls  himself  a  Swiss),  had  a  long  talk  with 
him,  and  has  a  clear  recollection  of  the 
incident.  There  remains  only  the  note 
received  by  your  brother  from  Chemnitz, 
and  that  I  shall  inquire  about  presently. 
So  you  see  the  chain  of  evidence  is  pretty 
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complete  as  toucliing  the  forgery.  I  wish 
it  were  as  complete  as  touching  the  robbery. 
But  one  thino-  at  a  time.     I  mean  to  know 

o 

more  about  that  snuff-box  before  I  have 
done.  And  now  I  must  ask  you  a  question 
or  two,  Herr  Yerelst." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  uneasily.  He  was 
thinking  how  he  should  break  the  shock  to 
Leah.     "  Ask  on." 

''  I  have  been  told  that  the  Herr  Doctor 
is  not  a  good  paymaster — that  he  does  not 
settle  his  tradesmen's  accounts  very  punc- 
tually, and  has  shown  in  other  ways  that 
he  has  not  always  too  much  money.  Is 
that  so?" 

*'  I  know  nothing  about  his  tradesmen's 
accounts,  but  there  is  no  denying  that  he 
has  sometimes  been  rather  hard  up.  All 
his  own  fault,  though.  His  books  are  very 
valuable,  and  he  is  really  well  off.  He 
could  get  whatever  money  he  wanted." 
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''  Never  mind  that  no^Y.  He  kept  liis 
banking  account  with  Roth  and  Son,  I 
believe?  How  did  it  stand  at  the  time 
of  the  robbery — was  the  l^alance  on  the 
wrongf  side  or  the  riofht  side  ?  " 

For  a  moment  Jack  thought  of  saying 
that  he  had  no  right  to  disclose  the  state 
of  a  customer's  account,  but  as  such  a  re- 
joinder, besides  annoying  A^on  Ehrenberg, 
would  have  been  construed  in  a  sense  un- 
favourable to  Roydon,  he  decided  to  tell 
the  truth,  the  whole  trttth,  and  nothing  but 
the  truth. 

"On  the  wrong  side." 

"I  thoug^ht  so.     Mtich  ?  " 

**  Something  like  eighteen  thousand 
marks,  I  think." 

"  Was  the  house  pressing  him  for  pay- 
ment?" 

"Yes." 

"And  did  he  pay?" 
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"He  did — all  that  we  asked  him  for." 

''When?" 

''  Immediately  after  his  return  from 
Paris." 

''  That  is  conclusive.  He  paid  Herr  Roth 
with  his  own  money." 

"Perhaps,"  said  Jack,  still  striving  to 
believe  in  Roy  don's  innocence,  notwith- 
standing the  convincing  facts  brought  for- 
ward by  Von  Ehrenberg.  "  But  it  seems 
to  me  that  you  are  overlooking  the  extreme 
improbability  of  Roydon  being  the  criminal, 
after  all.  Consider  how  assiduous  he  was 
in  his  attendance  on  Herr  Roth,  and  the 
sympathy  he  has  shown  to  his  family. 
Consider,  too,  how  unlikely  it  is  that  a  man 
of  Roydon's  attainments,  position,  and 
strength  of  character,  a  man  who  could  at 
any  moment  convert  his  books  into  money 
(I  should  think  his  collection  is  worth  at 
least    a    hundred    thousand   marks),    how 
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unlikely  it  is  tliat  such  a  man  would  commit 
robbery  and  murder — rob  his  kinsman  and 
murder  his  benefactor — when  lie  could 
raise  as  much  money  as  he  needed  by  the 
simple  process  of  sending  a  few  score 
volumes  to  London  or  Paris  !  " 

''  I  have  considered,  Herr  Yerelst,  and 
my  conclusion  is  altogether  different  from 
yours.  I  think  Dr.  Eoydon  was  just  the 
man  to  act  as  he  has  acted.  You  call  him 
strong.     I  say  he  is  weak." 

"  Oil,  no,  you  cannot  say  that.  What- 
ever  else   he  is,   Roydon   is   not  a  weak 


man." 


"I  beg  your  pardon.  I  say  he  is,  and 
I  will  prove  it.  True,  he  has  a  passion  for 
old  books,  and  he  gratifies  it  at  any  cost. 
But  that  only  shows  his  weakness.  A 
strong  man  is  master  of  his  passions ; 
Roydon  is  the  slave  of  a  dominant  idea. 
Call  a  man   strono-  who   steals   because  he 
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cannot  make  np  his  mind  to  part  with  a 
possession  which  is  of  no  earthly  use  to 
him,  wliich  merely  gratifies  a  whim  !  And 
just  as  the  timid  are  often  the  most  cruel, 
so  people  of  fixed  ideas,  unless  their 
ideas  hap^jen  to-  be  useful,  may  be  far 
more  dangerous  than  habitual  criminals. 
Fanatics  and  enthusiasts,  for  instance,  are 
nearly  always  the  victims  of  dominant 
ideas,  and  though  some  may  have  done 
good,  many  have  wrought  a  fearful  amount 
of  evil  in  the  world." 

*'  You  think  Dr.  Roydon  is  mad,  then  ?  " 
said  Jack,  to  whom  this  was  quite  a  new 
view  of  the  matter. 

"  In  a  measure,  I  do.  All  the  same,  he 
knew  quite  well  that  he  was  breaking  the 
law,  and  must  take  the  consequences.  If 
people  with  fixed  ideas  were  allowed  to 
murder  with  impunity,  all  murderers  would 
have  fixed  ideas." 
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"  That  is  true.  But  still — how  do  you 
account  for  Roydon's  subsequent  anxiety 
to  keep  HeiT  Roth  alive,  and  his  kindness 
to  the  family?" 

"  AVell,  that  is  rather  a  puzzle,  I  admit. 
You  think  it  would  have  been  more  natural 
for  him  to  finish  his  work  by  killing  Herr 
Roth  than  to  keep  liim  alive.  But  is  not 
this  the  explanation  r  When  his  books  are 
not  in  question,  the  Herr  Doctor  is  neither 
cruel  nor  unkind.  Rather  the  opposite,  I 
should  say.  He  wanted  Herr  Roth's 
money,  not  bis  life  ;  and  having  got  the 
money,  he  may  have  desired,  as  far  as  he 
could,  to  repair  the  mischief  he  had  done." 

"  In  that  case  why  should  you  suspect 
him  of  murderino'  old  Simon  ?  " 

o 

"  Ah,  that  is  a  different  matter.  One 
crime  begets  another.  The  Herr  Doctor 
killed  the  Herr  Bookseller  to  prevent  his 
other  crimes  from  being  found  out."    And 
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tlien  Von  Ehrenberg  told  what  befell  when 
he  went  to  Simon's  shop,  and  expressed 
the  belief  that  the  footmarks  on  the  floor 
were  Roydon's,  that  he  had  overheard  the 
conversation,  and  fearing  the  journey  to 
Frankfort  might  result  in  identifying  him 
as  the  owner  of  the  snuff-box,  he  had  com- 
mitted a  second  murder  to  conceal  the  first. 
"  I  do  not  believe  it,"  said  Jack,  warmly. 
"  If  ever  I  saw  genuine  surprise,  it  was 
when  I  told  Roydon — here  in  this  office — 
that  Simon  had"  been  murdered.  And 
why — if  he  were  guilty — should  he  have 
mentioned  being  in  Simon's  shop  only  a 
short  time  before  the  murder  was  com- 
mitted ?  Besides,  what  could  he  hope  to 
gain  by  it?  At  the  best  a  few  days' 
respite.  Simon  was  not  the  only  man  who 
could  be  sent  to  Frankfort.  It  would  have 
been  much  more  to  the  purpose  if  he  had 
murdered  you." 
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"  Thank  yoTi,"  answered  Von  Elirenberg, 
politely.  "  I  am  very  glad  he  did  not. 
Well,  I  admit  it  frankly,  the  Simon  case  is 
not  quite  as  clear  as  the  other.  All  the 
same,  I  have  my  opinion,  and  I  think  when 
I  go  to  Frankfort,  as  I  propose  to  do,  and 
interview  this  antiquary,  Loeweii  stein,  I 
shall  learn  something^  abont  the  death's- 
head  snuff-box  that  will  bring  its  posses- 
sion home  to  the  Herr  Doctor." 

*'  I  suppose  in  the  meanwhile  you  will — 
take  no  further  step?"  ■ 

This  was  a  feeler.  Jack  wanted  to  o-iye 
Leah  warning. 

"I  have  taken  steps  already,  my  dear 
sir.  At  this  moment "  (looking  at  his 
watch)  "the  Herr  Doctor  is  under  arrest." 

"  But  he  is  ill.  He  is  not  fit  to  be 
removed." 

"  Oh,  3'es,  he  is — in  a  droshky  to  the 
sick  ward  of  the  city  prison." 
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"  This  is  surely  very  sudden,  Herr  von 
Elirenberg.  You  might  have  told  me  of 
your  intention  a  little  sooner." 

*'  I  purposely  refrained  from  doing  so 
out  of  consideration  for  your  position  and 
feelins^s,  mv  dear  Herr  Verelst." 

"My  position  !     My  feelings  !  " 

''Yes,"  said  Von  .Elirenberg,  taking  up 
his  hat  and  lighting  a  cigar.  "  It  would 
have  been  very  painful  for  you  to  know 
that  the  Herr  Doctor  was  going  to  be 
arrested,  yet,  bound  by  your  promise  to  me, 
not  to  be  able  to  give  him,  or  tlie  beautiful 
Fraulein,  his  daughter,  a  hint  of  his  danger. 
But  the  affair  has  l^een  managed  with  the 
utmost  delicacy  and  consideration.  No 
roughness.  Xo  men  in  uniform.  Even 
the  domestics  will  know  no  more  than  that 
the  Herr  Doctor  has  driven  away  in  a 
droshky  with  two  old  friends.  Good 
mornino:,  mv  dear  sir." 


Til  e  Ha nd  of  God.  177 


CHAPTER  XY. 

THE    HAND    OF    GOD. 

Vox  Ehrenbeeg  was  no  sooner  gone  than 
Yerelst  liurriecl  off  to  Halbe  Gasse.  A 
strange  revulsion  had  taken  place  in  his 
feelings,  natural  enough  in  the  circum- 
stances, perhaps,  vet  which,  nevertheless, 
both  puzzled  and  annoyed  him.  80  long 
as  Herr  Roth's  murderer  was  a  person  un- 
known, Jack  was  hotlv  indio-nant  ao-ainst 
him,  and  would  have  regarded  his  hanging 
or  beheading  with  a  sense  of  positive  satis- 
faction, if  not  of  actual  pleasure.  But  now 
that  he  could  no  longer  resist  the  conviction 
that  Balder  Roydon  was  the  man — a  man 
with  whomx  he  had  been  on  terms  of  familiar 
friendship — his  indignation  became  a  van- 
ishing quantity ;  he  felt  almost  as  much 
VOL.    III.  N 
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pity  for  the  assassin  as  lie  liad  once  enter- 
tained for  tlie  victim.  For  months  past 
E/Oydon's  mind  must  have  been  in  a  terrible 
state.  A  man  of  culture  and  refinement, 
and,  as  his  efi'orts  on  behalf  of  Herr  E-oth 
proved,  of  not  unkindl}^  disposition,  his 
suffering  must  have  been  unspeakable,  all 
the  thanks  and  gratitude  of  Fran  Roth  and 
her  family  gall  and  wormwood  to  his 
soul.  Xo  wonder  he  went  to  the  house 
with  reluctance.  And  then  there  were  the 
ever-present  fear  of  the  detection,  the 
gnawing  anxiety,  the  crushing  remorse. 

Jack  understood  now  wli}^  Roydon  had 
aged  so  much,  why  his  conduct  had  been 
so  strange,  why  the  old  man's  death  had 
fevered  his  brain  and  disordered  his  mind. 
And  he  had  doubtless  said  thino-s  in  his 
delirium  that  Leah  did  not  like  to  reveal. 
What  could  they  be  r  Did  she  know  the 
worst  ?     He  was  mad — nothino-  could  be 
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more  certain;  and  notwithstanding  Yon 
Ehrenbersr's  rulino-  it  seemed  clear  to  Jack 
that  the  Doctor  could  not  rightly  be  held 
responsible  for  his  actions ;  or  any  rate,  so 
far  as  the  motive  of  them  was  in  any  way 
connected  with  his  dominant  idea.  It 
might  be  expedient  to  restrain  him ;  it 
could  not  be  just  to  punish  him  as  mur- 
derers for  gain  are  punished. 

Outside  Roy  don's  house  there  was 
nothing  to  betoken  that  anvthino-  unusual 
had  happened.  The  porter  greeted  Yerelst 
as  always,  but  it  was  Leah,  not  Xettschen, 
who  opened  the  door  to  him. 

*'  I  was  going  to  send  for  you,"  she  said ; 
*'  they  have  taken  him." 

"I  know." 

"Already?   How?" 

He  told  her  all  that  had  passed  between 
Von  Ehrenberg  and  himself,  and  it  then 
struck  him,  for  the  first  time,  by  what  a 
N  2 
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singular  chance  the  two  crimes  had  been 
traced — the  sending  of  the  wrong  letter  to 
Manchester. 

''It  is  my  doing,"  he  said. 
"  And  mine.  If  I  had  not  asked  you  to 
forward  my  letters  this  would  not  have 
happened.  I,  who  have  been  striving  all 
this  time  to  protect  Balder  Roydon  from 
the  consequences  of  his  madness  ;  you,  who 
desired  to  help  me — we  two  have  brought 
this  to  pass.  We  try  to  control  Providence, 
and  He  makes  us  His  instruments." 

"  You  believe  in  Grod,  then  ?  I  have 
occasionally  thought — " 

*'  Yes,  I  believe  in  God.  But  nearly 
all  educated  Russians  are  atheists.  I  am 
an  exception — perhaps  because  I  was  not 
brought  up  in  the  Orthodox  Greek  Church , 
and  my  mother  was  English.  Yes,  I  believe 
in  God,"  she  answered,  gloomily.  "  Yet  I 
sometimes  think  that  He  has  handed  the 
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government  of  the  world  over  to  Satan. 
But  why  should  I  ?  We  suffer  because  it 
is  our  destiny ;  because  it  is  good  for  us  to 
suffer.  The  greatest  of  all  virtues,  my 
brother,  is  resignation." 

''And  yet  you  are  a  rebel  I  " 

*'  Against  man,  not  against  God.  Resig- 
nation to  suffering  does  not  imply  sub- 
mission to  tyranny." 

Jack  looked  puzzled.  She  was  getting 
beyond  him. 

''  But  though  our  people  reject  the  super- 
natural," she  went  on,  '•'  the  Russian 
character  is  essentially  emotional  and 
religious.  We  must  worship  something 
outside  ourselves ;  either  God,  an  idea,  or 
a  man.  I  prefer  God.  You  must  one  day 
read  the  works  of  Dostojevsky  and  Tolstoi, 
and  then  you  will  understand  us  better. 
But  what  is  to  be  done  about  Roydon  ? 
That  is  the  present  question." 
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*'  You  have  not  told  me  what  happened. 
How  is  he,  and  how  did  lie  take  it  r  " 

"He  was  Iving^  there  on  the  sofa  when 
the  police  came  in ;  as  they  were  very 
polite,  and  looked  like  gentlemen,  I  had  no 
idea  uhat  they  wanted  or  who  they  were. 
When  the  first  of  them  touched  him  on 
the  shoulder,  and  said  they  had  come  to 
arrest  him,  he  seemed  quite  overcome  with 
terror,  sprang  up,  and  looked  eagerly 
towards  the  door,  as  if  he  had  some  thought 
of  trying  to  escape.  But  he  must  have 
seen  at  once  that  it  was  too  late,  and, 
recovering  his  presence  of  mind,  he  turned 
with  quiet  dignity  to  the  officer  and  said 
he  would  go  with  him.  '  I  have  feared 
this  for  a  long  time,'  he  whispered  to  me 
in  Russian.  '  It  is  the  hand  of  God.' 
Then  he  asked  the  officer  if  I  might  visit 
him.  *  Certainly,'  said  the  officer,  '  as  often 
as  she  likes ;  we  have  instructions  to  treat 
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you  witli  every  iiidiilgencc  compatible  with 
your  safe  keepiug.'  Aud  then  he  kissed 
me,  and  they  led  him  away." 
*'  Do  you  believe  in  his  guilt  ?  " 
"  Yes.  I  have  felt  sure  for  some  time 
that  he  was  spending  more  money  than  ho 
could  come  by  honestly,  and  in  his  delirium 
the  other  dav  he  said  thino-s  that  made  me 
fear  he  had  committed  some  terrible  crime, 
though  of  what  nature  I  could  not  make 
out.  But,  after  what  you  have  told  me,  I 
think  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  both 
forged  the  cheques  and  murdered  poor 
Herr  Roth.  Terrible  crime,  and  he  has 
suffered  a  terrible  chastisement.  All  that 
has  seemed  so  strano-e  in  his  conduct  these 

o 

last  few  months  is  now^  explained." 

"  But  you  surely  don't  think  he  murdered 

Herr  Simon,  too  ?" 

*'  I  don't  know.     I  have  heard  that  there 

is  a  fascination  in  murder.     When  a  man 
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lias  once  killed  a  fellow-man  he  may  kill 
for  the  pleasure  of  killing." 

"  That  is  madness." 

"  Madness  at  the  time,  yes.  Balder 
Eoydon's  conduct  is  comprehensible  on  no 
other  supposition  than  that  he  acted  under 
uncontrollable  impulse.  Well  for  him  if 
he  had  f>'one  mad  alto^-ether.  I  will  ask 
him  about  Simon.  He  will  tell  me  the 
truth." 

'MYe  must  engage  an  advocate  for  his 
defence." 

'' Oh  I  don't.  I  detest  advocates;  they 
are  no  better  than  common  bravo es.  If 
he  is  innocent  he  is  quite  able  to  conduct 
his  OAvn  defence  ;  if  guilty,  let  him  confess, 
and  make  whatever  atonement  he  can." 

"  But.  unless  he  can  clear  himself  of  the 
charge  of  murdering  Simon,  I  fear  they 
will  behead  him." 

''  And  would  it  not  be  better  so  ?" 
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"  Better  so  !  Do  you  know  what  you 
are  saying?  Better  that  be  should  be 
beheaded !  " 

''  Oh,  yes,  I  know  what  I  am  saying. 
You  forget  that  Balder  Ptoydon  is  not  one 
of  those  unfortunates  whose  reason  is  per- 
manently darkened,  or  who  know  not 
right  from  wrong.  He  is  a  man  of  quick 
understanding  and  tender  conscience,  and 
in  the  quietude  of  his  prison  he  will  suffer 
agonies  of  shame  and  remorse.  The  best 
thing  that  could  happen  to  him  would  be 
to  die  soon." 

"You  are  perhaps  right,  though  I  am 
not  f[uite  so  sure  about  his  conscience,  and 
1  certainly  should  not  like  him  to  die  on 
the  scaffold.  But  I  do  not  believe  he  did 
murder  Simon,  and  in  the  case  of  Herr 
Eoth  the  jury  will  either  bring  in  a  verdict 
of  manslaughter  or  the  Crown  will  grant  a 
pardon.    AMien  do  you  intend  to  see  him  ?  " 
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"  As  soon  as  they  will  let  me.  I  shall 
apply  for  an  interview  to-morrow." 

"  Will  you  stay  here  ?  In  this  house, 
I  mean." 

"  Certainly.  Where  else  can  I 
stay?" 

"  I  thought,  perhaps,  it  might  be  better 
for  you  to  stay  with  the  Ashleys." 

"  With  the  Ashleys,  my  unsophisticated 
brother  !  Do  you  think  a  British  chaplain 
would  dare  to  entertain  a  murderer's 
daughter?  These  people  are  Philistines, 
not  Christians.  Why,  Mrs.  Ashley  would 
faint  with  horror  at  the  very  idea  of  such  a 
thing.  She  is  not  a  bad  woman  according 
to  her  lights,  but  the  god  she  worships  is 
respectability.  I  do  not  expect  that  either 
of  them  will  come  near  me,  much  less  ask 
me  to  their  house,  and  I  shall  be  much 
surprised  if  anybody  else  comes.  Re- 
spectabihty  is  as  cruel  as  Nature  and  the 
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Decalosriie  :  it  visits  tlie  sins  of  the  fatliers 
on  the  children." 

"  You  do  not  intend  to  let  it  be  known 
that  you  are  not  Roy  don's  daughter, 
then?" 

''Of  course  not.  To  do  so  would  make 
it  seem  as  if  I  disowned  him  because  he  is 
in  trouble.  I  consider  that  I  owe  Balder 
Roydon  the  duty  of  a  daughter.  I  am  to 
him  in  the  place  of  his  own  child,  and  the 
more  imfortunate  he  is,  the  more  I  should 
cling:  to  him.  And  what  orreater  misfortune 
can  befall  a  man  than  that  he  should 
do  wrong  ?  Until  his  fate  is  decided  I  shall 
remain  here,  and  give  him  all  the  help  and 
comfort  in  my  power." 

Jack  hinted,  as  delicately  as  he  could, 
that  if  she  had  need  of  money  his  purse 
was  at  her  disposal. 

*'  Yon  are  very  good,"  she  said ;  "  I  have 
enough  for  the  present.     I  shall  send  the 
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cook  away.  Nettsclien  and  I  will  do 
everything;  we  do  not  eat  much,  and 
it  will  cost  ns  very  little  to  live.  But 
if  I  do  want  money,  you  may  be  sure 
that  I  shall  not  hesitate  to  ask  mj 
brother." 

Then  Jack  went  away,  promising  to 
come  again  on  the  next  evening,  by  which 
time  she  would  probably  have  seen 
Eoydon. 

''  He  is  an  honest,  straightforward 
Englishman,"  mused  Leah,  when  Verelst 
was  gone;  ''not  brilliant,  perhaps,  but 
better  than  brilliant — good  and  sincere. 
He  is  a  man  one  could  love.  Yes,  I  could 
love  John  Verelst ;  and  if  ...  .  Perhaps  I 
might  do  more  good  by  defending  the 
cause  in  Europe  than  by  taking  part  in  the 
struggle  at  home.  I  am  sure  he  would 
help  me.  And  he  loves  me.  How  sad  he 
looked,  poor  fellow,  when  I  refused  him, 
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and  how  bravely  lie  bore  the  clisappoint- 
ment !  But  this  is  weakness.  If  I  let  my 
woman's  feelings  get  the  better  of  me  I 
shall  be  in  danger  of  loving  him  even  as  he 
loves  me." 
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CHAPTER  XYI. 

VISITORS. 

Till']  next  clay  Leah,  as  she  had  proposed, 
went  to  the  prison  and  saw  Dr.  Roy  don. 
But  that  was  alL  He  Avas  in  a  state  of 
such  intense  excitement  that  the  doctors 
more  than  hinted  that  unless  the  greatest 
care  was  taken  he  might  not  improbably 
lose  his  reason.  It  was  only  when  Leah 
urged  that  her  presence  by  his  bedside  for 
a  few  minutes  might  have  a  good  effect 
tliat  she  was  admitted  to  his  room  ;  for  he 
was  kept  apart  from  the  other  patients. 
But,  save  a  few  words  of  sympathy  and  an 
assurance  that  she  would  come  again  soon, 
conversation  was  strictly  forlndden. 

So,  when  Jack  called  in  the  evening,  she 
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liad  very  little  to  tell  liim,  except  that 
durino-  her  absence  the  police  had  made  a 
domiciliaiy  visit,  turned  everything  topsy- 
turvy, and  taken  away  all  the  Doctor's 
papers. 

*'  Tbev  were  lookino;  for  evidence,  I 
suppose  ?  "  said  Leah.  "  Especially  for  the 
snuff-box.  I  wonder  if  they  found  it." 
''  Did  you  ever  see  it  ?  " 
"  No  ;  and  I  was  not  aware  such  a  box 
existed  until  you  told  me.  But  he  had 
things  locked  up  in  his  cabinets  that  I 
never  saw.  And  that  box,  if  he  had  it,  he 
would  surely  keep  hidden." 

"It  is  more  likely  he  has  destroyed  it.  I 
can  hardly  think  he  wOuld  keep  such  a 
compromising  piece  of  evidence  in  his 
possession.  But  there  is  no  telling.  I 
shall,  no  doubt,  learn  when  Yon  Ehrenberg 
returns  from  Frankfort." 
"  He  has  ,ofone,  then  ?  " 
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"  He  was  to  have  gone  yesterday ;  and  I 
have  no  doubt  he  did.  Much  depends  on 
what  he  learns  there,  for  he  has  the  idea 
that  the  Doctor  killed  Simon  to  prevent 
him  from  making  the  very  inquiry  which 
Von  Ehrenberg  has  gone  to  make.  In  my 
opinion  a  most  absurd  idea,  since,  even  if 
Eoydon  he  mad,  there  is,  at  least,  method 
in  his  madness,  and  the  murder  of  Simon, 
in  the  circumstances,  could  not  serve  his 
interests  in  the  least.  Xo,  the  more  I 
think  about  it,  the  more  I  feel  sure  that, 
in  this  case  at  least,  the  Doctor  is  not 
guilty." 

''Who  is,  then?" 

''  I  wish  I  knew.  It  is  a  mystery, 
which,  perhaps,  time  and  the  police  may 
unravel." 

Leah  was  wrong  in  thinking  she  would 
have  no  callers,  for  in  the  week  after  the 
Doctor's    arrest    there    came    three,    not 
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counting  Jack,  and  all  were  surprises — 
the  last  persons  she  expected  to  see. 

First  came  the  chaplain,  for  Mr.  Ashley, 
albeit  not  exactly  a  shining  light  in  the 
Church,  and  so  much  in  awe  of  his  strong- 
minded  wife  that  he  hardly  dared  call  his 
soul  his  own,  had  the  instincts  of  a  gentle- 
man, and  when  he  heard  the  news,  and 
was  sufficiently  recovered  from  the  shock 
it  occasioned  him  to  be  able  to  speak,  he 
hinted  that  it  would  '^  only  be  kind  "  to  call 
on  the  poor  girl,  and  meekly  suggested 
that  they  should  do  so  the  next  day.  On 
this  Mrs.  Ashley,  with  a  severe  look, 
inquired  if  he  had  ''  quite  lost  his  senses," 
and  asked  wliat  people  would  think  if  they 
were  to  call  at  the  house  of  a  man  that 
was  sure  to  be  hanged,  and  who,  she  had 
always  thought  would  come  to  no  good. 

*'  It  is  bad  enouo'h  that  vou  have  let  him 
occupy  your  pulpit,"  she  said.   So  poor  ^Ir. 

vuL.   III.  0 
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Ashley,  knowing,  by  ])ainf ul  experience,  the 
uselessness  of  aro-ument  wjien  his  wife 
liad  made  up  her  mind,  said  no  more,  and 
went  to  Hal  be  Gasse  furtively  and  alone. 

*' This  is  very  sad,  Miss  Eoydon,"  he 
said,  kindl}^  but  rather  confusedly,  for  the 
situation  was  rather  embarrassing;  ''very 
sad  indeed.  There  must  be  some  dreadful 
mistake.  I  couldn't  have  believed — I 
mean  it  is  quite  impossible  that  your 
father  can  have  committed  these — I  mean, 
can  have  done  these  things  they  accuse 
him  of.  The  English  colony  must  move 
in  the  matter.  And  then  there  is  the 
Minister.  Dr.  Roy  don  is  a  British 
subject;  he  must  be  protected.  And  I 
really  have  no  great  confidence  in  these 
German  tribunals.  Their  ways  are  so 
different  from  ours.  I  am  sorry  Mrs.  Ashley 
could  not  come  with  me.  But  she — the  fact 
is,  she  is  not  very  well — and  the  day  is  cold 
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— and  we  thought  it  better  ]iot,  you  know 
— better  not  for  her  to  come  out.  It  is  a 
terrible  position  for  you,  my  clear,  but  you 
must  bear  up  as  well  as  you  can.  I  have  no 
doubt  your  father  will  be  able  to  clear 
himself,  and  God  tempers  the  wind  to 
the  shorn  lamb,  you  know.  He  will 
help  you  to  support  this  trial,  and  whom 
He  loveth  He  chasteneth,  you  know.  Try 
to  look  on  it  in  that  lio-ht,  and  all  will  come 
right  in  the  end.  I  will  call  again  ;  but  my 
position  as  chaplain — 3^ou  understand — 
people  are  so  censorious  and  uncharitable. 
If  you  want  anything — if  I  can  do  anything 
for  you — j ast  drop  me  a  line.  But, perhaps, 
it  would  be  as  well  to  address  me  care  of 
the  porter,  and  then  there  would  be  no 
danger  of  your  letter  getting  astray — I 
should  get  it  sooner,  in  fact.  And  I  will 
speak  to  the  Minister  myself.  Your  father 
must  have  a  good  lawyer — that  is  it — a 
0  2 
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good,  sharp  lawyer ;  and  I  have  no  doubt 
his  innocence  Avill])e — will  be  triumphantly 
vindicated.  Heaven  bless  j^ou,  my  dear ; 
keep  up  your  courage,  and  I  am  sure  all 
will  be  well  in  the  end." 

The  reverend  gentleman's  visit,  notwith- 
standing his  clumsy  attempt  at  consolation 
and  his  make-belief  in  his  quondam  friend's 
innocence,  did  Leah  good. 

''  The  poor  old  gentleman  is  a  Christian, 
after  all — in  a  fashion,"  was  her  mental 
comment;  ''and  people  are,  perhaps,  not 
so  selfish  as  I  was  beginning  to  fear." 

The  next  day  she  had  a  visit  from 
Helene.  Leah  could  hardly  believe  her  own 
eves  when  Xettschen  ushered  Herr  Roth's 
daughter  into  the  drawing-room. 

"  You  !  "  she  exclaimed  ;  "  you  come  to 
see  me  !  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  girl,  taking  her  hand ; 
"  we  thouoht  it  must  be  so  dreadful  for 
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you  to  be  here  all  alone ;  and  my  mother 
sorrows  so  much  for  my  father  that  she 
can  neither  receive  anybody  nor  go  out ; 
so  I  said  I  would  come  and  tell  you  that 
we  do  not  l^elieve  it  ;  that  though  appear- 
ances may  be  against  him,  we  are  sure 
Dr.  Roydon  is  innocent;  that  he  did  not 
— you  know  what  I  mean." 

"  Very  well  :  only  too  well.  But 
suppose,  Helenchen,  you  knew  he  was 
guilty,  hov\'  then  r  AYould  you  still 
have  come  to  see  me — a  murderer's 
daughter  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?  You  would  be  doubly 
unfortunate  then,  and  therefore  still  more 
to  be  pitied.  You  would  be  suffering  for 
a  sin  you  did  not  commit.  It  would  be 
more  dreadful  than  losing  your  father 
altogether,  as  I  lost  mine." 

''  Heaven  bless  you,  Helenchen ;  you 
are  a  good  girl.     T  did  not  think  anybody 
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could  be  so  good,"  cried  Leah,  with 
brimming  eyes,  and,  putting  her  arm 
round  her  friend,  she  led  her  to  a  sofa, 
and  the  two  sat  down  together,  hand  in 
hand. 

"  Oh  !  Leah,  it  is  terrible,"  said 
Helenchen,  so  soon  as  she  could  speak, 
for  she,  too,  w^as  weeping.  ''  I  think  if 
I  were  in  your  place  I  should  die.  They 
are  saying  all  sorts  of  dreadful  things  : 
not  only  that  it  was  Dr.  Eoydon  who 
killed  my  poor  father,  but  that  he  also 
murdered  old  Simon,  the  bookseller." 

''  It  is  not  true.  The  police  are  making 
a  great  mistake.  Mr.  Verelst  thinks  so 
too,  and  he  knows  all  the  facts,  and  bases 
his  opinion  on  what  the  police  have  told 
him." 

''  You  have  seen  Mr.  Verelst,  then  ?  " 

"  Several  times.  I  know  not  what  I 
should   do   without   him.     He   is  my  best 
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friend  ;  if  you  liael  not  come  I  sliould 
almost  say  my  only  one." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Helenclien.  But  it  was 
more  than  a  mere  ejaculation,  rather  an 
involuntary  cry  of  anger  and  pain ;  and 
Leah  J  looking  at  the  girl's  face,  saw  that 
her  lips  were  compressed,  as  if  to  keep 
down  a  rising  sob,  and.  that  her  eyes 
were  troubled.  The  old  jealous  feeling, 
for  awhile  past  dormant,  had  been 
kindled  afresh. 

The  Nihilist  maiden  read  her  like  an 
open  book. 

"You  like  Mr.  Verelst,  I  think,"  she 
suggested,  recapturing  the  hand  which 
Helenclien  bad  just  withdrawn. 

No  answer. 

"  You  don't  like  him,  then.  Is  he  not 
kind?" 

"  My  mother  thinks  very  highly  of  him, 
and  he  has  been  very  kind — to  her." 
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"And  I  fancy  I  know  somebody  who 
thinks  even  more  liighly  of  him  than 
your  mother.  Come,  Helenchen,  dear,  be 
frank  witli  me.  Yon  care  very  much  for 
Verelst." 

Again  no  answer,  but  the  averted  head 
and  the  tell-tale  blush  were  more  sii^nifi- 
cant  than  words. 

''  I  see  it  all  now.  Don't  be  afraid,  you 
foolish  child.  Your  secret  is  safe  with 
me.  You  care  very  much  for  him,  and 
you  think  he  comes  here  to  see  me,  and 
you  naturally  don't  like  it.  Well,  he  does, 
but  only  as  a  friend.  We  are  brother  and 
sister,  and  shall  never  be  more  to  each 
other  than  brother  and  sister.  Friend- 
ships of  this  sort  are  very  common  among 
Russians.  I — I  would  not  have  him  if  he 
asked  me ;  for  I  have  quite  other  views, 
and  when  this  trouble  is  over  I  shall 
return    to    Russia.     And,    quite    between 
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ourselves — Promise  me  you  won't  tell 
anybody." 

"  I  promise,"  said  Helenclien,  eagerly. 
''What  is  it?" 

**  Well,  I  am  sure  there  is  nothing  for 
you  to  be  unhappy  about.  Verelst  cares 
more  for  you  than  you  think.  But,  lately, 
he  has  had  much  on  his  mind — the 
business  and  many  other  things;  and 
just  now  he  is  sorrowing  for  your  father 
and  much  concerned  about  mine.  Yet  he 
cannot  help  loving  you — no  man  who 
knows  you  could.  You  have  only  to  be 
patient,  and  one  of  these  days  I  shall  have 
the  pleasure  of  congratulating  you.  But, 
mind,  not  a  word." 

"  May  I  come  and  see  you  again  ? " 
asked  Helencheu,  with  beaming  face, 
as,  a  few  minutes  later,  she  bade  Leah 
good-bye. 

''  May  an  angel  come  and  see  me  again ! 
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As  often  as  you  like,  and  as  often  as 
you  can,  Helenchen,  dear.  Say  to  your 
mother  that  I  tliank  her  with  all  my  heart 
for  her  sympathy  and  kindness,  and  that 
when  she  can  see  me  I  will  ask  her  to  let 
me  tell  her  so  myself." 

*'  It  is  all  over  now,"  sighed  Leah,  as 
she  returned  to  the  solitary  room.  "  No 
more  going  back.  I  have  given  him  up 
irretrievably.  Better  so.  I  have  made, 
at  least,  one  heart  lighter ;  I  am  stronger 
to  suffer  than  she  is,  poor  child,  and  I  can 
give  myself  altogether  to  the  cause.  Yes, 
yes,  it  is  better  so." 
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ANOTHEE    VISITOE. 

Surprises  are  said  never  to  cease ;  and 
Leah  certainly  tliouglit  so  when,  a  few 
days  after  Helene's  visit,  there  came  a  ring 
at  the  door  (rather  an  unusual  event  since 
Dr.  Eoy  don's  arrest),  and  Nettschen 
informed  her  that  Herr  Eoth  ''  politely 
asked  "  the  favour  of  an  interview. 

''  Herr  Eotli !  "  she  exclaimed.     ''  Herr 
Eoth  is  " — dead,  she  was  going  to  say,  but 
remembering  that  there  was  another  Herr 
of  the  name,  she   asked    JSTettschen    who 
she  meant. 

"  Herr  Art-Student  Eoth,  son  of  the 
late  Herr  Banquier  Eoth,"  answered  the 
girl  with  characteristic  precision. 
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"  Show  liim  in,  Nettscben,"  said  lier 
mistress,  wondering  what  the  young  fellow 
could  want.  Surely  he,  too,  had  not  come 
to  offer  his  sympathy  and  express  his  belief 
in  the  Doctor's  innocence  ! 

Hermann  was  shown  in  accordingly,  and 
in  his  suit  of  sober  black  ho  looked  almost 
respectable,  notwithstanding  his  hacked 
and  hairy  face.  His  manner  was,  moreover, 
quiet  and  subdued,  as  beseemed  a  man  who 
wore  mourning,  and  had  only  just  lost 
his  father  ;  for  albeit  the  young  fellow  had 
counted  on  the  old  man's  death,  and  the 
removal  of  a  restraint,  and  the  inheritance 
of  a  fortune  materially  mitigated  the  acute- 
ness  of  his  sorrow,  he  was  not  without 
qualms  of  conscience,  nor  could  he  help 
feeling  that  he  had  so  far  played  a  very 
unworthy  part  in  the  world,  and  little 
deserved  the  good  luck  which  had  befallen 
him. 
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*'You  are  surprised  to  see  me?"  he 
said  to  Leali,  making  a  low  bow,  and 
holding  his  crape-bound  hat  with  both 
hands. 

"  Very  much  so,"  she  returned.  "  Won't 
you  take  a  chair?" 

Hermann  sat  down,  cleared  his  throat — 
and  nothing  more. 

"  He  wants  to  say  something  that  he 
cannot  get  out,"  she  thought,  and  by  way 
of  giving  him  a  lift  asked  after  his  mother 
and  sisters. 

"  My  mother  is  still  suffering  very  much, 
and  refuses  to  be  comforted,"  he  answered, 
in  a  hollow  voice  which  he  deemed  meet 
for  the  occasion.  *'  She  will  neither  e^o 
out  nor  see  anybody ;  but  Mathilde  and 
Helenchen  are  pretty  well — as  well  as  can 
be  expected."  (A  pause.)  ''I  am  not 
surprised  that  you  are  surprised  to  see 
me,  and  I  should  not  have  come — the  fact 
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is  that  I  Lave  come  because  I  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you — something  very  im- 
portant— " 

"  Yes,  Herr  Hermann,  what  is  it?"  said 
Leah,  beginning  to  feel  curious,  and  seeing 
that  he  was  in  dangler  of  ag^ain  stickino^  fast. 

"  I  hope  you  don't  think  your  father's 
arrest  is  my  doing,  Friiulein  ?  " 

''  That  is  asking  a  question,  not  giving 
information,"  returned  Leah,  with  a  smile. 
"  No,  I  don't  think  so  at  all.  It  was  the 
doino'  of  the  Government." 

''  Yes,  the  arrest  and  prosecution  were 
ordered  by  the  public  prosecutor.  We  had 
nothing  to  do  with  it,  and  I  am  sure  that 
he  is  wrono-.  I  do  not  beheve  that  Dr. 
Roy  don  did  murder  my  father.  Appear- 
ances may  be  rather  against  him  just  now, 
perhaps,  but  I  have  no  more  doubt  of  his 
innocence  than  my  own." 

This  was  not  true  ;    the   pubhc   prose- 
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cut  or  had  informefl  liim  of  all  the  facts  of 
the  case,  and  Hermann  had  come  to  a  very 
definite  opinion  on  tlie  subject. 

"  All  the  same,"  he  continued,  after  a 
short  pause,  and  seeming  to  gather  con- 
fidence as  he  went  on — "  all  the  same ;  and 
whatever  may  be  the  issue,  your  position 
is  a  very  painful  one — deprived  of  your 
father,  deserted  by  j^our  friends,  and  com- 
pelled to  bear  an  opprobrium  you  have  not 
deserved." 

*'  T  do  not  admit  that  I  am  deserted  by 
my  friends;  but  never  mind  that — what 
then  ?"  interrupted  Leah,  rather  sharply. 
She  disliked  this  beating  about  the  bush, 
and  wanted  the  young  fellow  to  come  to 
the  point.  "  Do  you.  think  the  opprobrium 
would  be  more  easily  borne  if  it  were  more 
deserved  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  more  easily  borne  if  there 
was   somebody    who    could   share  it  with 
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you — sorDebody   avIio    could    defend   ^^our 
reputation  and  punish  your  slanderers." 

"  My  reputation  stands  in  no  need  of 
defence,  Herr  Rotb.  What  mean  you? 
Who  would  defend  my  reputation — 
you?" 

''  If  you  would  allow  me." 

"  In  what  character  ?  " 

"  The  character  of  your  betrothed  lover. 
Ever  since  I  first  saw  you  I  have  loved 
you,  Fraulein,  loved  you  with  all  my  heart 
and  soul.  I  did  not  speak  before,  because 
I  was  poor  and  dependent,  but  now  I  can 
offer  you  position  and  fortune.  I  know  it 
is  not  quite  the  thing — not  seemly,  you 
know — to  talk  of  love  so  soon  after  my 
poor  father's  death,  and  in  ordinary  cir- 
cumstances I  should  have  allowed  a  proper 
time  to  elapse.  But  it  makes  me  so 
unhappy  to  think  of  you  here  all  alone  and 
unprotected,  that  I  thought  you  would 
excuse  me — and— and  take  pity  on  me." 
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"  And  do  you  mean  to  say,  Hermann 
Roth,  that  you  would  engage  yourself  to 
the  daughter  of  a  man  who  is  accused 
of  killing  your  father,  and  that  father 
hardly  cold  in  his  grave  r  Suppose  Dr. 
Roydon  is  found  guilty  ?  " 

"  That  would  make  no  difference.  I 
should  love  you  all  the  same." 

''  It  would  make  a  difference  to  me, 
though.  But  under  no  circumstances 
could  I  return  your  love,  Herr  Roth.  It 
is  impossible;  think  no  more  about  it." 

"  Why  should  it  be  impossible  ?  I  know 
I  have  not  been  what  I  ought  to  be — that 
I  am  not  worthy  of  your  love.  Yes,  I  will 
freely  admit  it,  and  humbly  confess  my 
faults.  I  have  wasted  a  great  deal  of  time 
and  drunk  a  great  deal  of  beer.  But  I 
have  now  turned  over  a  new  leaf,  and  will 
be  everything  you  could  wish.  I  swear  I 
will;  and  I  can  render  you  a  very  impor- 
tant ser^nce." 

VOL.   III. 
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"  What  service  ?  " 

"  I  can  prove  that  your  father  is  not 
guilty  of  old  Simon's  murder;  and  that  is 
by  far  the  more  serious  charge  of  the  two : 
for  his  efforts  to  undo — to  save  my  father's 
life  will,  as  the  public  prosecutor  himself 
admits,  count  much  in  Dr.  Eoydon's 
favour." 

"  Why,  you  said  just  now  that  you  did 
not  believe  him  guilty !  " 

"  I^or  do  I,  but  the  jury  may  be  of  a 
different  opinion." 

''What  is  it  you  know,  Herr  Eoth? 
What  can  you  prove  ?  " 

''Will  you  accept  my  love,  and  become 
my  bride  ?  " 

"Xo." 

"  Why,  then,  should  I  tell  you  my 
secret?" 

"I  see,"  said  Leah,  scornfully;  "you 
would  force  me  by  threats  into  acceptance 
of  an  offer  of  marriage.     Well,  this  is  my 
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answer : — If  you  could  sliow  me,  beyond 
all  donbt,  that  you  were  able  to  save  my 
father's  life,  I  would  rather  let  him  die  than 
take  you  for  my  husband,  and  I  am  sure  Dr. 
Koydon  would  approve  of  my  decision. 
For  life  is  not  everything.  There  are 
things  much  more  precious — honour,  duty, 
self-respect,  truth.  The  very  fact  that,  for 
purposes  of  your  own,  you  are  ready  to 
withhold  evidence  which  would  clear  an 
innocent  man  of  a  capital  charge,  proves 
that  you  are  unworthy  of  any  honest 
woman's  love  or  any  honourable  man's 
friendship.  I  am  very  sorry.  Love  is 
beyond  our  control — I  could  not  love  you 
if  I  would  ;  but  if  only  for  your  mother's 
and  sister's  sake  I  should  like  to  hold  you 
in  respect,  and  think  of  you  as  a  man  of 
honour  ;  and  I  do  believe  that  you  have  it  in 
your  power  to  become  one  even  yet.  Think 
of  your  mother  in  her  affliction,  and  try  to 
be  to  her  what  a  son  oug-ht  to  be." 

o 

p  2 
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Duriiio:  tliis  discourse  Hermann  looked 
as  if  he  could  not  quite  make  up  his  mind 
^vhether  to  be  angiy  or  abashed ;  then  he 
made  as  if  he  was  going  to  speak,  but, 
thinking  better  of  it,  he  rose  from  his  chair, 
and  walked  out  of  the  room  without  a 
word,  without  even  the  ordinary  leave- 
taking. 

When  Yerelst  came,  as  he  did,  a  little 
later,  Leah  told  him  what  had  passed. 

"  Confound  the  fellow,"  exclaimed  Jack, 
in  a  rage ;  I'll — I'll  wring  his  neck  !  " 

"  He  is  a  strong  young  man.  I  don't 
chink  you  would  find  that  very  easy,"  said 
Leah,  quietly.  ''  And  if  you  interfere  he 
might  challenge  you,  and  they  say  he  is 
the  best  fencer  in  Dresden." 

"  I  don't  care.  I  have  been  taking 
lessons  in  fencing,  and  I  can  shoot  pretty 
straight." 

'^  You  are  letting  your  iudiguation  get 
the  better  of  your  judgment,  my  brother. 
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Apart  from  the  impossibility  of  your 
figliting'  poor  Frau  Eotli's  sou,  you  could 
not  quarrel  witli  Hermann  simply  because 
lie  has  otfered  me  marriage.  Indeed,  I 
should  not  have  mentioned  the  circum- 
stance to  you  at  all  if  it  had  not  been  for 
his  saying  that  he  could  clear  Roy  don  of 
the  charge  of  murdering  Simon." 

"  You  are  right.  I  was  talking  at  ran- 
dom ;  but  when  I  think  of  that  cub  trvino- 
to  frighten  you  into  promising  to  marry 
him  it  makes  my  blood  boil.  What  can  he 
know  ?  I  hope  it  is  not  he  who  killed 
Simon." 

"  If  he  did  it  is  not  likely  he  would  telL'' 
"  Xot  very,  I  think.  The  question  is 
whether  he  knows  something,  or  merely 
TN^ants  to  make  you  believe  he  does.  Any- 
how, he  has  said  so  much  that  he  will  have 
to  say  more.  I  must  speak  to  Yon  Ehren- 
berg.  He  will  find  a  way  of  corapeiliug 
j\Ir.  Hermann  to  be  more  explicit." 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

WHAT    VOX    EHJiENBEEG    FOUND    OUT. 

A  FEW  days  later  Roydon  had  become  so 
much  better  that  Leah  was  allowed  to 
talk  to  him — in  one  sense,  without  re- 
straint— but  as  a  warder  was  always 
present  at  their  interviews,  and  they  were 
expected  to  converse  in  the  only  language 
the  man  was  supposed  to  know,  a  frank 
exchange  of  confidences  was  rendered 
somewhat  difficult.  The  difficulty  was, 
however,  overcome  by  a  "tip  "  of  a  thaler 
piece,  which  converted  the  man  into 
an  accomplished  linguist,  and  made  him 
imagine  that  he  understood  English  and 
Russian  quite  as  well  as  German. 
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Leali  asked  the  Doctor,  straight  out, 
whether  he  was  guilty  or  not.  As  to  the 
forgery  in  Manchester,  and  the  robbery 
at  Roth's  bank  he  repHed  evasively,  saying 
only  that  he  had  not  killed  Herr  Roth ; 
but  in  the  matter  of  Israel  Simon,  he 
asserted  most  positively  that  he  was  in- 
nocent. 

"All  that  I  know,"  he  said,  "I  have 
already  told.  I  was  in  his  sliop  a  little 
before  six,  bought  that  copy  of  the  '  Rerum 
Germaniarum,'  paid  him  for  it,  and  then 
went  away.  As  you  know,  and  as  ISTettschen 
and  the  porter  can  both  testify,  I  was 
home  by  half -past." 

This  was  quite  true,  and  Leah  believed 
him.  As  for  the  other  crimes  laid  to  his 
charge,  however,  she  made  no  attempt 
to  conceal  her  belief  in  his  guilt,  and 
pressed  him  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it. 

"  I  know  you  were  swayed  by  an  almost 
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irresistible  irapulse  ;  tliat  your  passion  for 
books  bad  become  a  monomania  ;  and  it  is 
not  for  me  to  judge  or  condemn  you,"  she 
said.  ''AYhat  is  done  cannot  be  undone, 
but,  if  you  are  culpable,  ^YOuld  it  not  be 
better  and  nobler  to  admit  your  fault  than 
attempt  to  denj^  it  ?  " 

Roydon  maintained  a  moody  silence. 

''  It  would  not  only  relieve  your  mind — 
anybody  can  see  liow  terribly  you  suffer  ; 
it  is  written  in  your  face — but  I  am  con- 
vinced it  would  be  tlie  better  policy.  Yerelst 
is  of  tlie  same  opinion." 

"  How  so — wliat  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Well,  the  police  are  ferreting  every- 
thing out,  and  they  think  they  have 
already  obtained  nearly  enough  evidence 
to  convict  you;"  and  then  Leah  told  him 
what  A^on  Ehrenberg  had  found  out — of 
his  visit  to  Frankfort  and  proposed  visit 
to  Chemnitz — and  urged  how  much  a  frank 
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and  fall  confession  would  tell  in  his  favour, 
and,  in  all  probability,  mitigate  the  severity 
of  his  punishment. 

'' AYhy  will  you  assume  my  guilt?  Let 
them  prove  it.  I  tell  you  I  did  not  kill 
Roth." 

And  this  was  all  Leah  could  get  out  of 
him.  Yet  she  had  evidently  made  an 
impression,  and  was  not  without  hope  that 
he  would,  sooner  or  later,  see  that  the 
course  she  recommended  was  not  alone 
the  only  right  course,  but  the  one  that 
would  best  serve  his  interests. 

Eoydon  was  several  times  interrogated 
privately  by  the  examiniug  judge,  who, 
despite  his  mistakes,  was  as  confident  and 
conceited  as  ever.  But  in  the  Doctor  he 
found  more  than  his  match.  Xever,  he 
declared,  in  all  his  experience,  had  he  had 
to  do  with  so  obstinate  and  intractable  a 
prisoner.     To  every  question  he  put,  Roy- 
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don  o-ave  always  one  of  two  answers,  either 
"  1  have  nothinG:  to  say — I  reserve  my 
defence;"  or  ''\  did  not  kill  Herr  Roth." 
When  asked  about  Simon,  he  referred  the 
magistrate  to  the  statement  he  had  made 
at  their  first  interview,  and  to  that  he 
stuck  through  thick  and  thin.  It  was  in 
vain  that  the  magistrate  exhorted  him 
to  give  explicit  answers,  and  said  again 
and  again  that  his  refusal  would  be  con- 
strued unfavoura])ly  l^oth  by  the  jury  and 
judge. 

''That  may  be,"  answered  Roydon; 
"but  as  I  know  your  object  is  to  ensnare 
me  in  my  talk,  and  that  you  want  to  utihze 
my  answers  for  your  own  purposes,  I  shall 
give  no  other  answer  than  that  I  reserve 
my  defence — not  if  you  examine  me  a 
hundred  times.  What  I  have  to  say  I 
shall  say  to  the  court." 

In  the  end  the  magistrate  gave  up  the 
task  in  despair,  and  a  day  was  fixed  for 
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Balder  Rojdon's  trial;  but  lie  refused 
either  to  see  a  lawyer  or  engage  an  ad- 
vocate. 

Meanwhile  Von  Ehrenberg  returned 
from  his  journey  to  Frankfort,  as  to  the 
main  object  of  which  he  had  not  been 
successful.  Aaron  Lowenstein,  the  Frank- 
fort antiquary,  had  died  a  few^  months  pre- 
viously, and  his  successor  possessed  no 
special  knowledge  of  snuff-boxes  in 
general  or  the  death's-head  snuff-box  in 
particular.  If  the  old  man  had  been  alive, 
he  said,  he  could  almost  certainly  have 
given  Herr  von  Ehrenberg  the  information 
he  required,  for  he  had  a  great  collection 
of  snuff-boxes  (dispersed  at  his  death), 
and,  as  reference  to  his  books  showed,  had 
several  times  had  dealino's  wdth  Herr 
Dr.  Roydon,  of  Dresden. 

To  make  uj)  for  this  disappointment  the 
crimiiial  investigator  came  across  a  curious 
and  im])ortant  piece  of  evidence  at  Hof,  in 
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Bavaria,  wliere  he  stayed  a  night  on  liis 
way  back.  Wliile  amusing  himself  ])y 
turning  over  the  pages  of  the  travellers' 
book  of  the  Hirsch  Hotel,  his  attention 
was  arrested  by  the  name  ''  Jordan," 
written  in  the  same  hand  as  the  same 
name  in  the  travellers'  book  of  the  Hotel 
des  Ambassadeurs  in  Paris,  which  he  had 
traced  to  Roydon.  The  date,  moreover, 
corresponded  with  the  Doctor's  departure 
from  Dresden,  and  the  innkeeper  and 
chambermaid's  statements  left  no  doubt 
that  he  had"  doubled  back  from  Hof  to  the 
Saxon  capital.  They  remembered  him  from 
the  fact  that,  although  he  was  obviously 
not  a  commercial  traveller,  he  had  re- 
mained at  the  Hirsch  a  whole  day  and 
part  of  two  nights — a  sujEciently  remark- 
able circumstance,  Hof  being  so  dreary  a 
place  that  nobody  stops  there  an  hour 
longer  than  he  can  possibly  help.  Another 
noteworthy  fact  was  that  he  returned  in 
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the  same  direction  whence  he  came — 
north,  as  tliey  couki  tell  by  the  time  of 
liis  arrival  and  departnre,  the  Hirsch  being 
close  to  the  railway.  He  left  at  an  nn- 
earthly  hour  in  the  morning,  and  tlie 
night  porter,  who  called  him  and  carried 
his  baggage  to  the  station,  was  very  much 
struck  by  the  fact  that,  whereas  the  Herr 
came  with  a  white  head  he  .went  away 
with  a  black  one,  an  incident  which  caused 
him  to  remark  afterwards  to  the  chamber- 
maid that,  although  ho  had  heard  of 
people's  hair  turning  white  in  a  night,  he 
had  never  heard  of  anybody's  turning 
black  in  the  same  space  of  time. 

It  was  easy  to  reckon  from  these  indi- 
cations at  wliat  hour  Roy  don  would  arrive 
in  Dresden,  and  Yon  Ehrenberg  subse- 
quently ascertained  that  about  the  time 
the  train  by  which  the  Doctor  travelled 
reached  its  destination,  a  man,  who  gave 
the   name    of    Jordan,   left    two  pieces  of 
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baggage  in  the  luggage  depot  and  fetched 
them  aAvay  on  the  same  day,  which  was 
the  day  of  the  robbery. 

"  Wlien  the  thing  was  done  and  he  liad 
sold  the  bonds,  he  must  have  gone  straight 
to  Paris,"  said  Yon  Ehrenberg,  after  he 
had  related  all  this  to  Verelst.  "  The 
case  is  almost  complete,  Herr  A^erelst.  I 
have  only  to  find  the  snuff-box,  and  then 
the  Herr  Doctor  ^\dll  not  have  a  loo2)hole." 

''  The  search  resulted  in  nothing, 
then  ?  " 

"  Xo.  The  only  snuff-box  in  the  house 
was  a  plain  gold  one,  with  the  Russian 
imperial  cypher  engraved  on  the  lid." 

"  Ah,  that  is  the  one  the  Empress 
Catherine  gave  to  Voltaire.  "What  did 
you  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  Left  it  Avhere  it  was,  of  course.  But 
I  am  wrong ;  the  search  was  not  quite 
resultless;  we  found  the  manuscript 
Koran." 
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^' What  Koran?" 

"  A  famous  and  very  valual)le  manu- 
script copy  of  tlie  Koran,  wliicli,  together 
with  several  vahiable  books,  was  some 
time  ago  stolen  from  a  public  library  in 
Berlin.  One  of  the  librarians  was  sus- 
pected of  conniviDg  at  the  thefts,  if  not 
actually  committing  them,  and  the  case 
was  put  into  my  hands  for  investigation. 
After  making  some  inquiries,  I  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  some  of  the  missing- 
books  had  found  their  way  to  Dresden, 
and  as  Dr.  Roydon  was  a  well-known 
bibliophile,  I  thought  he  was  as  likely  to 
have  them  as  anybody  else.  But  as  I  was 
not  at  all  sure,  and  direct  inquiry  might 
defeat  my  object — since,  if  the  Herr 
Doctor  knew  they  were  stolen,  he  would 
naturally  not  be  very  communicative,  and 
I  did  not  want  to  raise  an  international 
question  by  forcibly  searching  the  house 
of  a  British  subject  on  mere  suspicion — I 
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tried  to  work  the  business  through  you 
and  Herr  Rotli,  and  that  failing,  through 
Simon,  and  a  sly  old  fellow  he  was.  He 
ascertained  that  the  Herr  Doctor  had  one 
of  the  missing  books — that  with  the  Latin 
title  I  mentioned  to  you. 

"  That  was  when  you  posed  as  a  biblio- 
])liile,"  said  Jack,  drily. 

"  Exactly.  I  have  posed  in  a  good  many 
characters  in  my  time  ;  why,  my  dear  sir,  I 
once  posed  as  a  parson  and  preached  a 
sermon  !  " 

"  Have  you  l^een  to  Chemnitz  ?  " 

"  No  ;  what  is  the  use  ?  We  cannot  in- 
dict the  Herr  Doctor  here  in  Dresden  for  a 
crime  committed  in  Manchester,  and  we 
have  already  quite  enough  evidence  to  show 
that  he  was  the  owner  of  the  death's-head 
snuff-box.  It  would  be  more  satisfactory, 
though,  if  we  could  find  the  snuff-box. 
But   he   won't   answer  a  single    question. 
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either  about  that,  or  the  manuscript  Koran, 
or  anything  else.  It  Avill  be  all  the  worse 
for  him  in  the  end,  though." 

Jack  then  spoke  of  the  other  case,  and 
mentioned  what  Hermann  Roth  ha;I  told 
Leah. 

''  Ah  !  Is  that  indeed  so  ?  "  said  the 
criminal  investigator,  nodding  his  head 
gravely  three  several  times.  "  That  has  a 
very  strange  look.  I  must  see  Herr  Her- 
mann, and  ask  him  a  question  or  two, 
which  I  think  he  will  find  it  to  his  interest 
to  answer.  Well,  I  have  never  said  that 
the  Simon  affair  was  very  clear  as  against 
the  Herr  Doctor.  There  is  room  for  all 
sorts  of  possibilities,  and  now  that  I  am 
back  in  Dresden,  and  have  a  little  time  to 
spare,  I  shall  make  further  inquiry.  Per- 
haps Herr  Hermann  can  furnish  me  with 
a  clue.  I  shall  interview  that  young  gentle- 
man at  once." 

VOL.    III.  Q 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


LAYING    DOWN   THE    LAW, 


Hermann  Roth  was  mucli  easier  to  deal 
with  than  Von  Ehrenberg  expected.  Leah's 
rebuke  had  touched  the  young  fellow  to  the 
quick,  and  he  made  no  difl&culty  about 
telHng  the  Berlin  detective  all  he  knew. 
His  evidence  was  very  simple,  yet  very  im- 
portant. Passing  along  Pirnaesche  Strasse 
a  few  minutes  before  seven  on  the  night  of 
the  murder,  he  saw  in  Simon's  window  a 
book  which  struck  his  fancy,  and,  stepping 
in,  he  bought  it  from  the  old  man  himself 
at  the  price  of  three  marks. 

"I  have  the  book  at  home,"  said  Her- 
mann, **  if  that  is  materiah" 


Laying  down  tJie  Law.  227 

Bat  it  was  not  material.  The  material 
fact  was  that  Simon  had  been  seen  in  his 
shop  at  seven  o'clock  alive  and  well.  If 
this  were  true,  Dr.  Roydon  could  not 
possibly  be  the  murderer,  for  it  was  in 
evidence  that  he  reached  his  own  house  at 
half-past  six,  and  did  not  leave  it  until  the 
following*  morning. 

"  If  it  is  true  !  "  thought  Yon  Ehrenberg. 
"  And  why  not?  The  young  Herr  has  no 
interest  m  bearino-  false  witness  for  the 
benefit  of  the  man  who  murdered  his 
father,  and  as  the  English  lady  has  re- 
jected his  suit,  he  would  not  be  likely  to 
tell  a  lie  in  her  interest.  Yes,  the  chances 
are  very  much  in  favour  of  its  being  true. 
AYe  have  clearly  been  on  a  wrong  tack. 
Well,  we  must  try  another.  A^ery  dis- 
appointing, though  ;  for  it  did  really  look 
as  if  the  Herr  Doctor  was  the  man.  Good 
for  him  that  he  is  not.  lie  will  keep  his 
Q  2 
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head  on  Lis  shoulders  this  time.  It  will 
be  a  verdict  of  murder  with  extenuating 
circumstances." 

Sitting  in  the  Hotel  de  Saxe,  smoking 
his  after-dinner  cigar,  and  turning  the 
matter  over  in  his  mind,  Yon  Ehrenberg 
had  one  of  the  happy  thoughts  which  he 
called  an  inspiration. 

"  Ten  thousand  thunders,  the   droshky 

driver !"  he  exclaimed — or  rather  would 

have  done,  had  he  been  alone — "  he  must 

know  more  than  he  has  told,  and  if  he  does 

not  he  ought  to.     Unless  I  am  very  much 

out  in  my  reckoning  he  must  have  reached 

Simon's  door  almost  at  the  same  time  the 

murder   was   committed.      I'll   have   him 

arrested  and   questioned,    and   his  house 

searched  forthwith." 

Two  hours  later  the  unfortunate  driver 
was  in  custody,  and  very  frightened  he 
seemed.      Yon   Ehrenberg   charged    him 
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roundly  Avitli  the  murder,  and  when  the 
man  frantically  protested  his  innocence, 
promised  to  let  him  off  if  he  would  tell  all 
he  knew.  On  this  the  driver  said  that, 
just  as  he  aligiited  from  his  cab  to  knock 
at  Simon's  door,  a  man,  whom  he  did  not 
recognize,  came  out  of  the  shop,  and,  after 
a  moment's  hesitation,  as  if  he  were 
thinking  what  to  do,  took  from  his  pocket 
a  hundred-mark  note  (o/.)?  and  gave  it  to 
him,  saying,  at  the  same  time,  "  Take  this 
and  keep  a  still  tongue,  and  you  shall  have 
more." 

A  hundred  marks  was  a  good  deal  for  a 
poor  cabby ;  he  did  keep  a  still  tongue, 
and  had  been  rewarded  accordingly.  Every 
week  or  ten  days  the  stranger  came  to 
his  stand,  dropped  five  or  ten  marks  into 
his  hand,  and  then  walked  silently  away. 
Who  he  was  or  where  he  lived  cabby  had 
not  the  most  remote  idea. 
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On  this  the  driver  was  released,  but,  to 
test  the  truth  of  liis  story,  and,  if  possiljle, 
to  catch  the  delinquent,  two  detectives 
were  told  off  to  watch  the  droshky  con- 
tinually. After  a  few  days'  observation 
their  patience  was  rewarded,  and  the  cul- 
prit captured.  He  proved  to  be  a  clerk 
in  a  commercial  establishment.  Simon's 
watch  was  found  at  his  lodgings,  and 
being  foolish  enough,  when  under  secret 
examination,  to  answer  questions  and  make 
statements,  he  quickly  involved  himself  in 
a  fatal  web  of  falsehoods  and  contradic- 
tions, and  was  badgered  by  the  examining 
magistrate  until  he  admitted  his  guilt,  and 
made  full  confession.  The  idea  of  murder- 
ing Simon,  he  said,  had  been  suggested  to 
him  by  the  robbery  at  Roth's  bank,  and 
the  facility  Avith  which  the  murderer 
escaped  with  his  plunder.  But  Traugott 
Waldteufel,  for  so  he  was  called,  profited 
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by  his  crime  liardly  at  all ;  most  of  the 
plmicler  lie  had  paid  as  hush  money  to  the 
driver,  and  the  Avatcli  he  had  not  ventured 
to  sell. 

''The  Piruaesche  Strasse  Mystery,"  as 
it  was  called,  being  cleared  up,  the  only 
cliarge  on  which.  Balder  Eoydon  could  be 
arraigned  in  Dresden  was  the  murder  and 
robbery  of  Heinricli  Eoth. 

A  few  days  before  the  trial  the  Doctor 
changed  liis  mind  about  employing  counsel, 
and  sent  for  a  lawyer,  wdio,  by  liis  instruc- 
tions, summoned  as  witnesses  several 
eminent  medical  men,  including  Doctors 
Krankenlieiler  and  Siebold. 

When  Eoydon  appeared  in  tlie  dock  he 
made  a  decidedly  favourable  impression 
both  on  his  judges  and  the  public.  His 
grave  and  intellectual  face  was  so  pale,  his 
expression  so  contrite  and  sad,  his  hair  so 
white,  and  his  bearing  so  fine  a  combiua- 
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tion  of  modesty  and  dignity,  that  people, 
entirely  forgetting  poor  Herr  Rotli  and  liis 
sufferings,  gave  all  tlieir  sympath}^  to  the 
man  wlio  had  taken  liis  property  and 
compassed  his  death. 

Asked  to  plead,  the  prisoner  said  that 
he  pleaded  guilty  to  the  charge  of  robbing 
Keinricli  Roth,  but  his  answer  to  the 
charo^e  of  murderino-  him  was  "  Not 
guilty." 

Then,  with  bent  head  and  in  a  broken 
voice,  the  unhappy  man  tried  to  explain  his 
conduct  and  extenuate  his  offence.  A  fatal 
passion  for  collecting  books,  he  said,  had 
been  his  ruin.  Some  influence  outside 
himself — an  influence  which  he  found  it 
impossible  to  resist — was  perpetually 
tempting  liim  to  buy  and  buy  without 
end.  He  bought  beyond  his  means,  and 
once  a  rare  edition  was  in  his  possession, 
he    simply  could   not    sell    it ;    his    books 
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became  a  ])art  of  liis  soul,  and  in  order  to 
avoid  the  dire  alternative  of  parting  with 
tbeni  he  committed  two  terrible  crimes — 
a  forgery  and  a  robbery. 

Lookino-  back  now  from  the  enforced 
calmness  of  his  prison  life,  he  could  see 
how  mad  and  wicked  and  criminal  he  had 
been ;  yet  he  would  not  have  the  court 
think  him  worse  than  he  really  was.  He 
had  never  meant  to  take  Herr  Roth's  life ; 
he  intended  merely  to  stun  him,  and  but  for 
a  miscalculation  on  his  part,  and  an  unex- 
pected movement  on  the  part  of  Herr 
Roth,  the  blow  would  have  done  him  no 
great  harm.  And,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the 
blow  was  not  fatal ;  the  cause  of  death  was 
clearly  the  trephining,  and  for  that  reason 
he  did  not  plead  guilty  to  the  charge  of 
murder.  This,  he  thought,  he  should  be 
able  to  prove  from  the  evidence  of  the  medi- 
cal gentlemen  whom  he  had  subpoenaed. 
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For  tlie  rest,  ho   threw  himself  on  the 
mercy  of  the  court,  and  would  bear,  witli- 
out  murmuring,  any  penalty  with  which 
they  might  think  fit  to  visit  him,  even  to 
the   forfeiture    of   his    life.      Death    itself 
would  be  preferable  to  the  agony  he  had 
lately  endured.     It  was  beyond  the  power 
of  words  to  describe  his  sufferings.     For 
months  he  had  not  enjoyed  an  hour's  sound 
sleep  or  one  moment's  peace  of  mind.     He 
regretted  most  bitterly  that  the  trephining 
operation  had  failed  of   success,    and   all 
that  he  could  do  in  the  way  of  atonement 
he  would.     Whatever  might  be  the  issue  of 
the  trial,  the  books  which  had  wrought  his 
ruin  he  would  never  look  upon  again.     He 
should  give  directions  for  his  library  to  be 
sold,  and  out  of  the  proceeds  of  the  sale  the 
Roth  family  would  be  paid  the  amount  he 
had  taken  and  the  money  he  still  owed  them. 
He    should  also  make   good  the    sum    of 
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which  he  had  defrauded  the  Manchester 
banking  house.  He  regarded  his  Hfe  as 
being  practically  at  an  end ;  he  had  already 
tasted  the  bitterness  of  death,  and  was 
fully  prepared  for  whatever  fate  might 
befall  him. 

Eoydon  was  fortunate  in  having  a 
sympathetic  judge  and  a  sentimental  jury. 
The  President  of  the  Tribunal,  contrary  to 
the  wont  of  German  judges  (who,  before 
summing  up  was  abohshed,  in  1879,  gene- 
rally assumed  a  prisoner's  guilt,  and  did 
their  utmost  to  convict  him),  summed  up 
as  much  in  his  favour  as  he  could.  He 
laid  great  stress  on  the  unsordidness  of 
the  prisoner's  motives,  drew  a  fine  moral 
distinction  between  crime  resulting  from 
mere  greed  and  wrong-doing  caused  by  a 
passion  for  books — a  passion  with  which, 
being  himself  somewhat  of  a  bibliophile, 
he    could    sympathize,    and    hinted    that 
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Roydon  was  so  far  a  monomaniac  that  it 
was  liardly  right  to  hold  him  altogether 
responsible  for  his  actions. 

The  jndge,  nevertheless,  considered  it 
his  duty  to  point  out  that,  from  a  purely 
technical  standpoint,  Roydon' s  plea  of 
not  guilty  was  untenable.  He  admitted 
having  struck  Herr  Roth  on  the  head,  and 
when  a  man,  while  engaged  in  the  commis- 
sion of  a  felony,  injured  another  so  that  he 
died,  even  though  the  injured  person  did 
not  die  immediately,  even  though  death 
might  be  hastened  by  a  surgical  operation, 
he  must  be  held  guilty  of  intentional  homi- 
cide. So,  at  least,  said  the  law,  albeit  he 
was  quite  prepared  to  allow  that  in  certain 
easily  conceivable  circumstances  it  might 
be  very  hard  law.  Xone  of  the  medical 
gentlemen  who  gave  evidence  had  been 
able  to  say  that  if  Herr  Roth  had  not  been 
trephined  he  would  not  have   lived,  and 
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Dr.  Krankenheiler  was  very  strongly  of 
opinion  that  the  efficient  cause  of  death 
was  much  less  the  blow  than  the  operation. 
Having  given  his  opinion,  and  explained 
the  legal  bearings  of  the  case,  the  Presi- 
dent left  the  issue  in  the  hands  of  the  jury, 
with  every  confidence  that,  while  vindi- 
cating the  majesty  of  the  law,  they  would 
do  no  injustice  to  the  unhappy  gentleman 
who  awaited  their  verdict,  and  give  him 
the  benefit  of  any  doubt  they  might  enter- 
tain. 

The  jury  gave  effect  to  this  recom- 
mendation in  a  way  which  the  President 
himself  probably  did  not  expect.  They 
acquitted  the  prisoner  of  the  charge  of 
murder,  found  him  guilty  of  robbery  only, 
and  allowed  him  the  benefit  of  extenuatino: 
circumstances. 

In  this  verdict  the  court  fully  concurred, 
and     having    regard     to     the    prisoner's 
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state  of  mind,  his  frank  confession  and 
evident  contrition,  the  President  considered 
that  justice  would  be  sufficiently  vindicated 
by  a  sentence  of  three  years'  imprison- 
ment. 
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CHx^PTER   XX. 


''killixo  no  murder." 


"  He  has  got  off  a  great  deal  easier  than  I 
expected,"  said  Verelst  to  Von  Ehrenberg, 
when  they  met  outside  the  courthouse. 

''  And  a  great  deal  easier  than  I  expected. 
It  makes  me  think  of  your  Oliver  Crom- 
well." 

''  Oliver  Cromwell !  AVhat  on  earth  has 
he  to  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  Did  not  a  certain  colonel  write  a  pam- 
phlet against  him,  called  '  Killing  no  Mur- 
der '  ?  To  show,  I  believe,  that  putting 
the  Protector  to  death  would  be  rather  a 
good  action  than  otherwise.  Well,  these 
judges  and  tliis  jury  have  decided,  in  effect, 
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that  killing  poor  Herr  Roth  was  no  murder. 
And  those  doctors,  they  are  blockheads. 
What  matters  it  whether  that  crack  on  the 
skull  or  the  operation  was  the  immediate 
cause  of  death  ?  The  ultimate  cause  was 
unquestionably  the  Herr  Doctor's  hammer, 
and  he  is,  beyond  doubt,  a  murderer. 
He  is  also,  in  a  measure,  morally  re- 
sponsible for  the  murder  of  old  Simon. 
They  never  thought  of  that." 

''  Was  it  done  with  a  liammer,  then  ?  " 
*'  Almost  certainly.  And  a  hammer  with 
a  short  heft  and  a  heavy  head,  just  the 
weapon  for  the  purpose,  was  found  in  his 
rooms.  However,  three  years'  imprison- 
ment, the  disgrace  of  a  conviction,  and 
the  dispersion  of  his  books,  is  a  terrible 
punishment  for  a  man  like  the  Herr  Doctor. 
As  likely  as  not  he  will  die  before  his  time 
is  out.  The  best  excuse  for  him,  as  I  said 
before,  is  that  he  was  under  the  influence 


*  *  Killing  no  Mit  rdcr. ' '  241 

of  a  dominant  idea.  All  the  same,  lie 
is  very  clever.  The  point  he  made  about 
the  trephine  being  the  cause  of  Roth's 
death  was  reallv  fine.  It  told  with  the 
jury  if  not  with  the  judge.  I  wonder  if  he 
had  that  in  view  when  he  proposed  the 
operation  ?  He  did  well,  too,  to  confess. 
Yes,  a  very  artful  man  is  the  Herr 
Doctor." 

"  You  don't  believe   in  the   sincerity  of 
his  repentance,  then  ?  " 

''  Well,  I  would  not  go  so  far  as  to  say 
that.  The  human  mind  is  strangely  con- 
stituted, my  friend,  and  analysis  of  motives, 
even  when  we  know  all  the  facts,  is  not 
always  easy.  There  is  nothing  as  to  which 
people  make  more  mistakes.  In  my  opinion 
the  Herr  Doctor  is  more  tender-hearted 
than  honest.  His  conscience  did  not 
trouble  him  much  about  forging  the  cheque 
and   stealing  the  bonds.     The  people  he 
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robbed  were  both  ricli,  and  could  well 
afford  the  loss,  lie  might  argue.  But  I 
think,  you  know,  he  really  did  not  mean 
to  kill  Herr  Koth,  that  when  he  found  how 
much  he  had  hurt  him,  he  was  truly  sorry, 
and  what  with  remorse  and  fear  of  detec- 
tion, suffered  quite  as  much  as  he  says. 
But  he  knows  the  worst  now,  and  it  is 
always  a  relief  to  know  the  worst.  And 
that  reminds  me — there  is  one  thing  I 
should  much  like  to  know — what  has 
become  of  the  snuff-box  ?" 

''  He  has  destroyed  it,  of  course.     You 
may  be  sure  of  that." 

"I  am  not  at  all  sure  of  that,  Herr 
Yerelst.  Collectors  of  his  stamp  don't 
destroy  things.  I  will  ask  him.  jS^ow 
that  he  knows  the  worst  he  has  nothing  to 
conceal." 

Yon  Ehrenberg  did  ask  him.     On  the 
following  day  he  went  to  the  gaol  and  saw 
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Eojdon,  who,  being  still  out  of  licaltli,  was 
treated  with  more  iudulgence  than  ordinary 
prisoners. 

"  You  want  to  know  what  has  become  of 
the  snnflf-box?"  said  the  Doctor,  smiling 
the  first  time  for  many  weeks.  ''  ^"^^hy,  yon 
have  seen  it,  or  at  any  rate  some  of  the 
police  have,  and  it  is  now  in  my  pocket." 

"  Xonsense  !  Why,  you  were  searched 
in  my  presence,  and  if  any  of  the  police  had 
seen  the  box,  I  am  sure  they  would  have 
told  me." 

"  They  did  see  it,  all  the  same.  Since  I 
was  threatened  with  brain  fever,  I  have 
suffered  much  from  nervous  headache,  and 
Doctor  Oxenbein  thouo-ht  that  an  occa- 
sional  pinch  of  snuff  might  do  me  good, 
so  I  got  my  daughter  to  bring  the  box, 
and  had  it  filled.  Here  it  is."  (Producing 
a  box.) 

"Why,  this    is    not    the    memento  mori 
B  2 
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box.  It  is  the  box  said  to  have  been 
presented  to  Voltaire  by  the  Empress 
Catherine,  and  here  is  the  imperial 
cipher." 

''  Exactly.  Allow  me,"  and  Roy  don 
taking  the  box  in  his  hand,  passed  it  by  a 
rapid  movement  behind  his  back,  and  lo  ! 
there  appeared  on  the  lid  tlie  skull  and 
cross-bones,  and  the  memento  mori,  exactly 
as  described  by  Hector  Verelst  and  Herr 
Roth. 

"  I  see.  But  what  is  the  trick  ?  "  said 
the  investigator,  looking  rather  glum,  for 
lie  felt  that  his  failure  to  find  out  the 
trick,  as  he  called  it,  was  a  slur  on  his 
reputation. 

Roydon  showed  him.  The  box  had 
double  lids,  interchangeable  at  pleasure 
by  touching  a  spring  ;  but  the  mechanism 
was  so  cunningly  contrived  as  almost  to 
defy  detection. 
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''  AYhere  did  you  get  it  ?  "  asked  Von 
Ehrenberg. 

"From  Aaron  Loewenstein,  of  Frankfoit- 
on-tlie-Maine." 

"  I  thought  so.  And  you  were  in 
Simon's  house  that  night,  and  you  heard 
me  arrange  with  him  to  go  to  Frank- 
fort r " 

"I  did." 

"  So  I  was  not  very  far  wrong,  after  alh 
And  Avould  you  mind  telHng  me  what  sort 
of  snuff  you  used  when  you — you  know 
what  I  mean  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  do.  Common  snuff,  mixed 
with  a  pungent  substance  of  the  nature 
of  pepper.  I  brought  it  with  me  from 
America." 

"No  poison — no  stupefying  stuff?" 

"  iSTot  a  particle." 

"The  doctors  were  right,  then.  I 
think    you   made    a   mistake,    though,    in 
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showing  that  device  and  motto.  I  know 
why  you  did  it — to  distract  your  victim's 
attention,  and  set  the  police  looking  for 
something  they  were  not  likely  to  find.  All 
the  same,  from  an  artistic  standpoint,  it 
was  a  mistake." 

"Yery  likely,"  said  Eoydon,  sadly. 
"  But  I  made  a  greater  mistake  than  that, 
Herr  von  Ehrenberg,  or  I  should  not  be 
here  now." 

What  that  mistake  was  he  did  not  say, 
but  Yon  Ehrenberg  guessed,  and  so, 
perhaps,  will  the  reader. 

Jack  sent  an  account  of  the  trial  and 
the  result  to  Hector,  who  communicated 
it  in  turn  to  Mr.  Balder.  But  it  did  not 
get  into  the  English  papers,  for  the 
German  papers,  as  they  often  do  in 
criminal  cases,  had  described  the  prisoner 
by  his  initials  only,  and  outside  Dresden 
very  few    people  knew  that   Dr.   Roydon 
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liad  been  arraigned  on  a  capital  charge, 
and  sentenced  to  a  term  of  imprisonment. 
This  was  a  great  rehef  to  Mr.  Balder, 
who  was  most  anxious  that  his  cousin's 
delinquencies  should  not  become  the 
town's  talk. 

'*I  had  no  great  confidence  in  Eoydon," 
he  said  :  ''he  was  too  much  of  a  rolling 
stone  for  me :  but  I  never  thouo-ht  he 
would  rob  a  bank." 

In  Mr.  Balder's  opinion,  robbing  a 
bank  was  the  very  extremit}'  of  human 
wickedness." 

"  If  I  had  known  who  was  the  forger,  I 
should  certainly  not  have  dismissed  you. 
Hector,  rule  or  no  rule,"  continued  the 
old  banker ;  "  and  you  have  suffered  in 
another  way,  too — by  these  rumours,  I 
mean — and,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  fear  that  it 
is  rather  my  fault." 

"Yours,  Mr.  Balder?" 
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''  I  am  afraid  so.  It  was  in  this  way. 
Tiiat  London  detective — I  forget  the 
fellow's  name — suggested  that  you  might 
have  forged  the  cheque  yourself.  I  did 
not  believe  him,  of  course,  and  I  said  so ; 
but  I  told  Baxendale,  and  it  seems  he 
rather  did  believe  it,  and,  what  was  worse, 
did  not  keep  his  belief  to  himself — 
actually  told  his  wife.  He  might  as  well 
have  told  the  town- crier.  I  only  found 
this  out  the  other  day,  or  I  should  have  let 
you  know,  and  tried  to  stop  the  thing 
sooner.  I  really  don't  see  Avhat  I  can  do, 
though,  short  of  asking  the  Guardian  and 
the  Examiner  to  print  tlie  whole  story, 
and  I  would  not  have  that  for  five 
thousand  pounds.  But  I  will  do  some- 
thing else.  Hector,  that  I  daresay  will 
please  you  better.  It  is  time  Baxendale 
retired;  when  a  banker  beoins  tellino- 
things  out  of  doors,  above  ^11  to  liis  Avife, 


"  Killing  no  Murdery  249 

he  is  not  fit  for  his  place.  He  shall 
retire,  and  you  shall  liave  liis  place — 
manager  under  me  at,  say,  two  thousand 
a  year.  I  don't  think  your  cheque- 
changing  business  is  doing  any  l^etter 
for  you  than  that.  Liquidate  it,  and 
come  here,  and  if  you  have  any  customers 
worth  anything,  bring  them  with  you. 
They  shall  have  all  the  facilities  you 
think  they  deserve,  and  you  can  pass 
all  your  bills  over  to  us  '  v  ithout  re- 
course.' I  don't  think  you  have  many 
bad  ones." 

Hector  Yerelst  was  a  prudent  man ;  he 
did  not  often  mistake  the  shadow  for  the 
substance,  and  he  saw  at  a  glance  all  the 
advantages  of  ''  Old  Billy's "  proposal. 
His  "cheque-changing  business"  was 
not  making  him  nearly  tw^o  thousand  a 
year,  and  even  if  it  had  been,  the  same 
sum  paid   punctually  month   by  month  by 
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Balder  and  Baxeudale,  would  not  only 
be  surer,  but  earned  with  far  less  anxiety 
and  risk.  Moreover,  his  return  to  the 
bank  as  manas^er  would  be  the  most 
effectual  way  of  silencing  his  traducers. 
The  house  could  give  no  stronger  proof 
of  their  confidence  in  his  integrity,  and 
their  disbelief  in  the  stories  which  had 
been  circulated  to  his  discredit,  than 
makino^  him  manao^er. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  say  ? "  asked 
Mr.  Balder,  after  a  short  pause,  during 
which  Hector  had  turned  the  matter 
over  in  his  mind.  He  was  nothing  if  not 
deliberate. 

"That  it'^  a  handsome  offer,  and  I 
gratefully  accept  it — on  two  conditions." 

*'  Conditions  ?  I  don't  like  conditions. 
I  prefer  plain  answers." 

*'  You  shall  have  a  plain  answer.  One 
condition  is  that  my  brother ,  who  is  also 
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my  partner,  is  willing  to  let  tlie  business 
be  liquidated,  and  our  partnership  dis- 
solved ;  the  other  that  m}'  engagement 
shall  be  for  a  fixed  term.  I  should  not 
like  to  give  up  my  enterprise,  modest  as 
it  is,  for  a  few  months'  tenure  of  office  as 
your  manager." 

"  I  like  your  caution,  Hector  ;  it  augurs 
well  for  3^our  efficiency  in  your  new  post. 
How  long  would  you  like  to  make  it." 
''  Suppose  we  say  five  years  ?" 
''  Five    years    let    it    be,  then.      And    I 

don't  think  Jack  is  likely  to  prove  a 
stumbling-block.  He  seems  to  have  got 
hold  of  the  rig^ht  end  of  the  stick  at 
Dresden.  I  don't  suppose  he  is  actually 
dying  to  come  back  to  Manchester.  And 
look  here  !  Roydon  is  going  to  pa}^  us  back 
that  eighteen  hundred  pounds.  It  is  so 
much  to  the  good ;  we  wrote  it  off  long 
since,  and  as  it  has  been  recovered  through 
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your  brother's  instrumentality,  it  is  only 
fair  that  he  sliould  have  salvage.  He 
shall  have  twenty-five  per  cent. — when  we 
get  the  money.  That  will,  perhaps,  help 
to  reconcile  him  to  the  loss  of  his  interest 
in  your  cheque-changing  business.  Is  it 
agreed  ?" 

*'Itis." 

"  Good.      Get  your    affairs    liquidated, 
and  come  to  us  as  soon  as  you  like." 

Mr.  Balder  was  right.  Jack  made  no 
objection  to  the  proposed  winding-up  of 
the  firm  of  Verelst  Brothers.  He  con- 
gratulated Hector  on  his  good  fortune, 
and,  as  for  himself,  declared  that  he  had 
not  the  slightest  desire  to  return  to 
Manchester;  he  preferred  a  place  where 
the  sun  shone  occasionally,  and  intended 
to  stay  where  he  was,  until  circumstances 
compelled  him  to  go  somewhere  else. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

AVE    CJISAR  !    MOEITUEI    TE    SALUTANT. 

Acting  under  Balder  Roydon's  instructions, 
John  Verelst  had  the  Doctor's  furniture 
disposed  of  in  Dresden,  and  his  books, 
pictures,  and  antiquities  consigned  to 
London  for  sale  by  public  auction.  Out  of 
the  proceeds  were  to  be  paid  the  Doctor's 
debts,  including  those  due  to  the  Roth 
family,  and  Balder  and  Baxendale ;  a 
hundred  pounds  was  to  be  given  to  his 
adopted  daughter  at  once,  and  thereafter 
an  allowance  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  a 
year. 

When  the  furniture  was  sold,  about  a 
fortnight   after  the  trial,  Leah  told  Jack 
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that  she  intended  to  return  fortliwith  to 
Russia.  He  ur^fed  her  once  more  to 
reconsider  her  decision. 

''  It  is  no  use,  brother,"  she  said,  quietly, 
yet  very  firmly;  "my  mind  is  made  up. 
Ten  days  hence  I  shall  he  in  the  thick  of 
the  fight." 

"  You  will  make  that  terrible  journey  all 
alone  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  so  very  terrible.  If  I  had 
nothing  worse  than  that  to  encounter,  I 
would  promise  to  be  back  in  Dresden  on 
a  certain  day,  or  give  you  a  rendezvous  in 
St.  Petersburg  or  Moscow  for  next  autumn 
But  as  it  happens,  I  am  not  going  alone. 
A  young  girl,  now  at  Geneva — Anna 
Paulo  vna  Paskiewitch,  she  is  called — 
wants  also  to  return,  and  we  have  agreed 
to  meet  in  Berlin,  and  travel  in  company." 

"  Is  she,  too—  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  is  also  what  vou  would  call  a 
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Nihilist — that  is  to  say,  she  was  com- 
promised in  the  revohitionary  movement, 
but  managed  to  get  away,  and  has  now  been 
in  Geneva  nearly  a  year.  But  she  is  tired 
of  the  dreary  inaction  of  life  in  exile,  and 
has  resolved  to  throw  herself  once  more 
into  the  struggle,  come  what  may." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  her.  What  do  her 
friends  say?" 

'^ Her  family,  do  you  mean?  She  does 
not  communicate  ^^dth  them;  not  for  her 
sake,  but  for  theirs.  Her  father  is  a  re- 
tired army  officer,  and  the  mere  fact  of  his 
dauorhter  writinof  him  a  letter,  if  it  ofot 
known,  would  certainly  involve  the  loss  of 
his  pension,  perhaps  of  his  liberty." 

*'  But  it  would  not  be  his  fault.  A  man 
need  not  write  a  letter  unless  he  likes,  and 
I  don't  see  how  he  can  prevent  people 
from  writings  to  him." 

o 

"  That  does   not   matter.     If   the  police 
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found  in  Colonel  Paskiewitcli's  possession 
— in  his  letter-box,  or  in  the  post-office,  and 
correspondence  is  not  sacred  in  Russia — if 
they  found  a  letter  from  his  Nihilist 
daughter,  they  would  assume  that  he  was 
in  regular  correspondence  with  her,  and 
act  accordingly." 

"  That  means,  I  suppose,  that  they  would 
find  him  lodgings  at  the  Czar's  expense  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  probably  send  him  eventually 
to  Siberia ;  or,  what  is  far  worse,  to  some 
wretched  place  on  the  shores  of  the  White 
Sea.  I  have  known  of  people  being  ar- 
rested and  imprisoned  because  an  enemy 
had  put  compromising  papers  or  pamphlets 
into  their  letter-boxes  and  then  denounced 
them  to  the  police." 

"  Infamous  !  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  is  infamous ;  and  if  it 
costs  the  lives  of  a  whole  generation,  the 
despotism   which  does   these  things  must 
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be  destroyed ;  and  though  I  may  not  live 
to  see  it,  Russia  shall  yet  be  free." 

"  Live  to  see  it !  Why  not  ?  You  are 
young  ;  you  are  in  the  first  bloom  of  youth." 

"  Yes,  I  am  young — as  you  say,  in  the 
first  bloom  of  youth.  But  Nihilists  have 
very  short  lives,  brother." 

Jack  made  no  answer.  Leah,  he  could 
see,  had  a  foreboding  that  she  was  going 
to  her  death,  and  his  soul  was  troubled 
within  him. 

A  little  while  afterwards  he  asked  if  there 
was  no  danger  of  herself  and  her  friend 
falling  into  the  hands  of  the  police  as  soon 
as  they  reached  the  frontier. 

"  Not  the  least,"  she  replied.  ''  Our 
papers  will  be  all  in  order — we  shall  take 
care  of  that — and  the  police  cannot  detain 
a  whole  trainful  of  passengers  until  their 
passports  are  verified.  The  danger  only 
begins  when  we  take  an  active  part  in  the 
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movement,  and  then  we  may  be  arrested  at 
any  moment,  or  escape  capture  for  months, 
perhaps  for  years." 

*'  I  shall  go  with  you  as  far  as  Berlin," 
said  Jack. 

*'  Thank  you  very  much  ;  but  there  is 
not  the  least  need  ;  and  whether  we  part 
here  or  there,  it  will  be  the  same  thing." 

"  I  will  go.    Indulge  me,  at  least,  in  this." 

Leah  made  no  further  objection,  and 
when  the  time  came  he  went  with  her  to 
the  station,  registered  her  luggage,  and,  in 
order  that  they  might  be  free  from  inter- 
ruption, engaged  a  couj)e.  She  was  quite 
calm,  and  talked  cheerfully  about  indifferent 
subjects  the  greater  part  of  the  way,  pro- 
bably with  a  view  to  keep  up  her  com- 
panion's courage,  for  he  was  desperately 
low-spirited  and  put  in  only  an  occasional 
word.  But  he  had  a  question  to  ask,  and 
as  they  neared  Berlin  he  asked  it. 


Ave  Cccsar  !  Morituri  te  Sahttant.   259 

*'  I  am  not  going  to  urge  mj  suit  again," 
he  said ;  "  I  do  not  think  it  would  be  of  any 
use;  and  to  do  so  now,  wlien  you  are 
going  to  risk  your  liberty  and  your  life  in 
a  forlorn  hope,  would  seem  selfish  and 
ignoble.  But  I  should  like  to  know — it 
would  be  a  melancholy  satisfaction  for  me — 
I  would  like  to  know  whether,  if  this  had 
not  happened — if  you  had  not  felt  it  your 
duty  to  return  to  Kussia,  I  mean — whether 
you  could  have  loved  me  as  I  love  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  you  have  revived  the 
subject;  it  would  have  been  better  not," 
said  Leah,  gravely ;  ''  but  since  you  ask 
me,  I  will  answer.  I  could  have  loved 
you,  and  been  to  you  all  you  wish.  And 
now  let  this  pass.  Forget  that  you  have 
ever  thought  of  me  as  other  than  a  dear 
sister.  But  I  have  one  request — one  last 
request — to  make,  which  I  entreat  you,  as 
you  love  me,  to  grant." 
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"  ^Vhat    is    it?     So    asked,    there    is 
nothing  I  would  not  do,  Leah/' 

*'  Transfer  the  love  you  have  offered  me 
to  Helene  Eoth.  You  will,  perhaps,  say 
it  is  impossible,  and  just  now  perhaps  it 
is.  Yet  time  works  wonders,  and  knowing 
that  this  is  my  earnest  wish,  I  might 
almost  say  my  dying  wish,  and  that 
Helenchen  is  a  good  girl,  who  deserves 
your  love,  and  whom  your  love  would 
make  happy,  I  feel  persuaded  that,  in  the 
end,  you  will  love  her — not,  perhaps,  with 
the  fire  of  a  first  passion,  but  with  the 
enduring  affection  that  comes  of  sym- 
pathy and  esteem.  I  had  a  long  talk 
with  her  the  other  day.  Her  character, 
like  yours,  has  been  developed  and 
strengthened  by  the  troubles  and  ex- 
perience of  the  last  few  months.  She  will 
make  you  a  noble  wife,  and  a  true 
helpmate,  dear  brother.     Try  to  love  her 
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for  herself,  but  also  for  mj  sake  and  your 


own." 


"  It  is  imp — I —  mean  I  cannot  think 
of  it  now.  I  can  think  only  of  you," 
said  Jack,  in  a  broken  voice.  "  But  when 
— a  little  later  I  will  try  to  do  as  you 
wish." 

Anna  Paulovna  met  them  at  the  station. 
Thouo-h  Leah  had  described  her  as  a 
young  girl,  she  was  much  younger  looking 
than  A^erelst  had  expected.  Fair  and  fra- 
gile, with  golden  hair  and  blue  eyes,  her 
appearance  was  almost  childlike.  At  the 
utmost  she  could  not  be  more  than 
eighteen  or  nineteen. 

"A  lamb  going  to  the  slaughter!" 
thoug^ht  Jack. 

The  three  dined  together,  and  Leah 
promised  Jack  that,  albeit  her  movements 
would  be  uncertain  and  correspondence 
difficult — since,  though   letters    might   be 
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posted,  it  was  by  no  means  certain  they 
would  reach  their  destination — she  would 
contrive,  somehow  or  other,  to  inform  him 
occasionally  how  she  fared ;  and  if  any 
harm  befell  her,  he  would  be  sure,  sooner 
or  later,  to  know. 

And  then  he  got  their  tickets,  looked 
after  their  baggage,  went  with  them  to 
the  train,  ''  tipped  "  the  guard,  and  found 
them  comfortable  places. 

Leah  preserved  her  outward  calm,  but 
when  Jack  kissed  her  for  the  last  time, 
he  saw  that  her  eyes  were  brimming  with 
tears. 

"  Kiss  Anna,  too,"  she  said ;  "  I  am 
your  sister,  and  she  is  mine,  and  we  are 
both  bent  on  the  same  errand,  and  engaged 
in  the  same  cause." 

And  then  the  great  wheels  turned  round 
— the  wheels  that  were  carrying  the  two 
heroines    to    a   terrible    struof^le    and    an 
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almost  certain  doom — tlie  train  moved  out 
of  the  station  into  the  fast-falHng  night, 
and  the  hist  John  Verelst  saw  of  Leah  was 
her  outstretched  hand  as  it  waved  him  a 
final  farewell. 

Tfs  ^  »K  "^  ^ 

Time,  the  destroyer,  is  also  Time,  the 
healer ;  and,  as  the  days  and  weeks  sped 
on.  Jack  found  that  the  burden  of  dis- 
appointment and  sorrow  became  easier  to 
bear.  He  had  plenty  of  work,  too,  and 
occupation  is  a  rare  consoler.  Busy  men 
suffer  less  from  grief  than  those  who  have 
leisure  to  think  and  time  to  brood.  He 
went  often  to  the  Koths,  and  saw  much  of 
Helenchen.  Her  society  always  soothed 
him.  She  was  so  gentle  and  genial,  and, 
though  she  could  not  help  knowing  that 
he  grieved  for  Leah,  showed  neither 
jealousy  nor  annoyance,  and  always  spoke 
of  her  with  affection  and  respect.     Twice 
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only  lie  heard  from  Leali ;  one  short  letter 
told  him  of  her  arrival  in  St.  Petersburg, 
another  that  she  was  safe  and  well.  Then 
followed  a  long  interval,  an  interval  of 
nearly  a  year,  and  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  that  some  harm  had  befallen  her, 
and  that  he  should  never  hear  of  her 
again,  when  there  came  a  letter  from 
Geneva.  It  was  written  in  bad  French, 
signed  "  Pierre  Mentchikoff,"  and  ran 
thus : — 

"  You  will  he  sorry  to  hear  that  Ida  Mikai- 
lovna  VoUcovsky  was  taken  two  months  after 
her  return  to  Russia,  and  after  being  im- 
prisoned  in  the  House  of  Freventional 
Detention  at  St.  Petersburg,  was  exiled  to 
Eastern  Siberia,  and  died  at  the  first  Etape 
beyond  Tobolsk,  Her  friend  and  com- 
panion,  Anna  Paulovna  Paskiewitch,  was 
also  taken,  and  imprisoned  in  the  Alexis 
Ravelin  of  Peter  and  Paul,     It  is  believed 
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s/ic  also  is  dead, hilt  on  tliisiJoint  our  friends 
have  no  certain  information^ 

A 'few  days  after  he  bad  received  it,  Jack 
showed  this  letter  to  Helen e. 

"  It  is  what  I  expected,"  he  said.  *'  But 
it  is  very,  very  sad — a  nature  so  noble  so 
cruelly  sacrificed." 

Helenchen  wept. 

"  Her  last  wish  was  that  you  and  I  should 
love  one  another,"  he  went  on ;  "  and  though 
I  cannot  offer  you  my  first  love,  I  can  truly 
say  that  you  are  very  dear  to  me,  and  that 
you  become  dearer  every  day.  If  I  miss 
seeing  you  for  a  few  days  I  am  wretched. 
It  may  seem  strange  that  I  should  say  this 
now,  just  when  we  have  received  news  of 
poor  Leah's  death.  But  she  had  a  gi^eat 
affection  for  you — " 

"  She  was  the  best  friend  I  ever  had," 
murmured  Helenchen. 

VOL.    III.  T 
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''  She  was  a  true  friend  to  us  both;  We 
have  suffered  a  commoD  loss;  her  death 
seems  to  make  you  still  dearer  to  me.  My 
sister  is  gone,  and  now  I  have  only  you. 
Can  you,  knowing  what  you  do,  take  me 
for  your  betrothed  and  accept  such  love  as 
I  can  give  ?  " 

''With  all  my  heart,  dear  Jack,"  ex- 
claimed Helenchen,  smiling  through  her 
tears ;  "  I  have  loved  you  ever  since  we 
first  met,  and  I  am  yours  till  death  do  us 
part." 

"Your  love  is  a  precious  possession," 
said  Jack,  also  smiling,  though  rather  sadly ; 
''  and  I  will  try  to  make  myself  worthy  of  it 
in  the  days  to  come.  But  I  should  be 
wanting  in  frankness — I  should  be  doing 
wrong — if  I  led  you  to  believe  that  I  could 
ever  forget  Leah." 

"  I  do  not  want  you  to  forget  her,"  re- 
turned   Helene,    eagerly;    "it   would    be 
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wrong  if  you  did.  And  I — though  I  was 
once  jealous  of  her — shall  always  think 
of  her  with  gratitude  and  affection.  For 
is  it  not  she  who  brouo^ht  us  too:ether  ? 
Is  it  not  to  her  devotion  that  I  owe  your 
love  ?  No,  dear  Jack,  we  will  never  forget 
Leah  Starkova.  We  will  keep  her  ever  in 
remembrance." 

And  so  they  have.  A  portrait  of  the 
noble  woman  who  lies  buried  under  Siberian 
snows  occupies  a  place  of  honour  in 
their  house ;  and  though  years  have 
gone  by  since  these  things  came  to  pass, 
lier  memory  is  still  enshrined  in  their 
hearts. 


THE    END. 
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Macquoid,  Frank  Barrett,  Blanche  Roosevelt,  F.  C.  Philips,  ice. 
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Ne\v  Novels  at  Every  Library. 


THE  MASTER  OF  THE    CEREMONIES.     By    G.    Manville 
Fknn.     3  vols.     3l8.  6d. 

IN  ONE  TOWN.     By  the  Author  of  "  Anchor  Watch   Yarns." 
2  vols.     21s. 

FATAL  BONDS.     By  Richard  Dowltng.     3  vols.     31s.  Gd. 

HER    WEEK'S  AMUSEMENT.     By  the  Author  of  "A  Mental 
Struggle,''  &Q.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

TWO    PINCHES    OF   SNUFF.     By  William  Westall,  Author 
of  "  lied  Kyviugton,"  &c.     3  vols.     31s.  6d. 

ATLA:   A   STORY  OF   THE   LOST   ISLAND.      By   Mrs.    J. 
Gregory  Smith.     Crown  8vo.     Ss. 

THE  ALIENS.      By  Henry  F.  Keenan,  Author  of  "Trajan." 
2  vols.     Small  Post  8vo.     128. 

A    PRINCESS    OF  JUTEDOM.     By  Charles  Gibbon.     8  vols. 
Crown  Bvo.     31s.  6d. 

THE   CHLLCOTES.     By  Leslie   Keith,  Author  of  "  Alasnam's 

Lady,"  &c.     3  vols.     Crown  Bvo.     31s.  6d. 

A   LUCKY   YOUNG   WOMAN.     By  F.   C.   Philips.   Author   of 
"  As  in  a  Looking  Glass,"  &c.     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     Sis.  6d. 

SOCIAL    VICISSITUDES.     By  F.  C.  Philips.     Crown  8vo.     63. 

DOUBLE    CUNNING.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn.    Crown  8vo.    6s. 

A    MENTAL  STRUGGLE.     By  the  Author  of  "  Phyllis."    3  vols. 
Crown  Bvo.     3l8.  6d. 

7.V  A    SILVER   SEA.     By  B.  L.  Farjeon.     3  vols.     81s.  6d. 

A   REIGNING    FAVOURITE.     By  Annie  Thomas  (Mrs.  Pendeb 
Cdolip).     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     31s.  Od. 

DULCIE   CARLYON.     By  James  Grant.     8  vols.     Crown  8vo. 
3l8.  6d. 
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Popular  loYels.    Each  in  One  Volume. 

Price  Six  Shillings. 
"'^Strleief'"^  .JJira£,VS.Vr.     By  the  Author  of  •■  A  Mental 

A  HERO  OF  OUR  TUIF..     By  M.  U.  Lepmo.ntoff^ 

JAL   LORIMER.     By  Theo.  Gift. 

LOUISA.     By  Kathakime  S.  Macqcoid. 

DOUBLE    CUXXLXG.     By  G.  Ma.nv.lle  Fenn. 

AS  IX  A   LOOKIXG   GL.iSS.     By  F.  C.  PuaiPs. 

SOCIAL    VICISSITUDES.     By  F.  C.  Philips. 

TH.iT    riLL.UX,    ROMEO  :     By  J.  Fitzgerald  Molloy. 

THE  SACRED   XUGGET.     By  B.  L.  Farjeo.n-. 

GREAT  PORTER   SQUARE.     By  B.  L.  Farjeon. 

THE  HOUSE   OF   WHITE   SH.iDOH'S.     By  B.  L.  Farjeo.n. 
LESS  TH.iX  KIX.    By  J.  E.  Pantox. 
PROPER   PRIDE.     By  B.  M.  Croker. 
PRETTY  MISS   XLTILLE.     By  B.  M.  Croker. 
""Zmi'il^   CO06-^rr^.     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Parish 
VI^A.     By  Mrs.  Forrester. 

THE   FLOWER    OF    DOOM.     By.  M.  Betham-Eowards 
'^''co.rr''"''"^     '''"'■''     '''     "■-^^^•^"'-       1^7     Mabel 

^^f/i.^oi^?„S"^-^^  -^   /'^TCHO.OGZC..  R0M.^,CE. 

[In  the  Ficit 
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Popular  Novels.  Each  in  One  Yolnme— continued. 

Price  Seveii  Shil/iiiffs  and  Sixpence. 

COMEDIES    FROM    A    COUXTRY    SIDE.      By  W.    Outram 
Tristram.  

Price  Five  ShiHinf/s. 
DAVID    BROOME;   or,    OUT   OF  THE  WORLD.       By  Mrs. 

Robert  O'Keillv 
ATLA.     A  Story  of  the  Lost  Island.     By  Mrs.  J.  Gregory  Smith. 

Price  Four  ShiJliuf/s  and  Sixpence. 

THE    XEW    RIVER.      A    Romance    of    the   Days    of    Hugh 
MyJdelton.     By  Edward  Fitzoibbon. 

Price  Three  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 
A    MAIDEN  ALL   FORLORN.     By  the  Author  of  ''A  Mental 

struggle." 
FOLLY  MORRISON.     By  Frank  Barrett. 

Price  Two  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 
SNOWBOUND   AT  EAGLE'S.     By  Bret  Harte. 

Price  Two  Shillings,  picture  boards,  2s.  Qd.  cloth. 
GRIF.     By  B.  L.  Farjeon. 

THE   DUKFS   SWEETHEART.     By  Eichard  Dowling. 
UNDER   ST.    PAUL'S.     By  Richard  Dowling. 
THE   OUTLAW   OF   ICELAND.     By  Victor  Hugo. 
HONEST   DAVIE.     By  Frank  Barrett. 

Price  One  Shilling. 

LADY    VALWORTH'S    DIAMONDS.     By  the  Author  of   '*  A 

Mental  Struggle." 
A   PRINCE  OF  DARKNESS.     By  Florence  Warden. 
OLIVERS  BRIDE.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
THE   DARK  HOUSE.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
EVE  AT  THE  WHEEL     By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
A  DEADLY  ERRAND..     By  Max  Hillary. 
MOLKA,     By  B.  L.  Farjeon. 
EATEN  UP.     By"EosTEN." 
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PRESS    OPINIONS    ON    RECENT 
PUBLICATIONS. 


Ihe  Letters  of  George  Sand.     Edited  and 

with  a  Biography  of  George  Sand.  By  R.  L.  de  Beaufort. 
With  six  portraits  of  George  Sand  at  various  periods  of  her 
life.     3  vols.,  Demy  8vo.,  cloth.     86s. 

"  Charming,  eutei-taining,  interesting,  instructive." — Worlr], 

"  They  are  fuller  of  frank  self-revelation  than  the  autobiography     .     .     . 
They  abound  in  interesting  notices  of  public  affairs     .     .     .     Their  intrinsic 
interest,  great  as  it  is,  is  subordinated  to  the  fascination  exercised  over  us  by 
the  individuality  of  the  gifted  writer     .     .     .     The  letters  of  what  we  may  call 
the  early  period  are  full  of  domestic  interest." — The  Times, 

"  The  most  important  of  recent  contributions  to  biography The 

Letters  were  written  to  all  sorts  of  people,  and  they  discuss  all  sorts  of  question-. 
That  they  are  extremely  interesting  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say." — Graphic. 

"  It  is  this  second  George  Sand — good,  kindly,  unselfish,  brave,  devoted  to 
duty,  and,  for  all  her  genius,  unaffectedly  modest — it  is  this  George  Sand  we 
can  best  study  in  her  correspondence.  And  this  points  to  what  is,  I  think,  the 
main  interest  and  charm  of  her  collected  letters." — Academy. 

"  Their  intrinsic  interest,  the  large  additions  that  they  make  to  the  know- 
ledge of  their  author's  character,  the  varied  scenes  and  the  numerous  attractive 
personalities  that  they  bring  before  us,  can  neither  escape  the  notice,  nor 
disappoint  the  expectation,  of  any  competent  realer.  M.  Ledos  de  Beaufort 
has,  in  some  respects,  improved  the  conditions  in  which  the  work  comes  before 
such  a  reader.  We  had  occasion  to  comment  on  the  very  insufficient  annotation 
of  the  French  edition.  This,  M.  Ledos  de  Beaufort  has  largely  and  usefully 
increased.  He  has  also  been  well  advised  in  illustrating  his  volumes  i  which  are 
handsomely  printed i  with  six  portraits,  ranging  from  the  early,  and  in  every 
sense  romantic,  sketch  of  Delacroix  to  Nardar's  photograph,  taken  when  George 

Sand  was  an  old  woman The  translation  itself  is,  if  not  exactly  a 

masterpiece,  for  the  most  part  quite  fluent  and  readable  as  well  as  exact.  The 
biographical  sketch  preceding  it  is  rather  more  exotic  in  style  than  the  text,  and 
leans  decidedly  more  to  the  side  of  enthusiasm  than  to  that  of  criticism  ;  but  it 
contains  a  convenient  statement  of  facts.  Altogether  the  book  may  be  very 
well  recommended  to  English  readers." — Athenaum. 

"  Turning  from  novels  to  one  of  the  greatest  of  novelists,  '  though,  perhaps, 
a  little  not  so  much  read  as  she  used  to  be,'  we  encounter  the  '  Letters  of 
George  Sand,'  translated  by  M.  Raphael  de  Beaufort,  and  published,  not  in  a 
cheap  shape  as  in  France,  but  in  three  handsome  and  rather  hea-\y  volumes. 
The  English  edition  has  the  advantage  of  being  illustrated  with  most  interesting 
portraits  of  Madame  Dudevant The    correspon deuce  is    an    in- 
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dispensable  ccniimentary  on  her  Memoirs Any  reader  who  has  onee 

felt  the  fascination  of  this  wonderful  woman,  so  astonishing  a  mixture  of  genius, 
poodness,  nobility,  meanness,  kindness,  self-deception,  passion,  and  coolness  ; 
this  Napoleon  in  petticoats,  and  with  fiction,  not  fact,  for  her  battle-field,  will 
find  it  hard  to  leave  off  reading  her  letters.  They  are  excellently  readable 
in  the  English  translation,  which  is  equipped  with  a  brief  biography  and  notes." 
— Daily  News. 

"  Of  wide  interest.  The  volnmes'contain  letters  to  About,  Louis  Blanc,  Victor 
Hugo,  Lamartiue,  and  others ;  and  they  give  the  reader  personal  glimpses  of 
the  aspirations  and  fears,  the  struijgles,  and  the  lights  and  shades  of  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  women  of  our  times,  and  of  one  of  the  most  brilliant  writefs 
of  the  century." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  George  Sand  played  a  prominent  part  in  the  revolutionary  storm  that  more 
than  once  raged  over  France  during  her  lifetime,  180i-187G.  Often  her 
utterances  in  the  reviews  and  newspapers  were  veiled.  It  was  to  her  friends 
she  formidated  her  ideals  and  poured  forth  her  longings.  The  record  in  her 
'Letters '  reads  like  the  romance  of  a  new  Arcadia.  Sometimes,  it  is  true,  the 
writer's  vigour  exceeds  her  discretion ;  but  then  she  gives  utterance  to  a 
thousand  and  one  brilliant  ideas  that  go  a  long  way  towards  compensating  for 

any    of  these    pensees    de    guerre A    word  in    conclusion   for   the 

translator.  M.  Ledos  de  Beaufort  has  accomplished  his  somewhat  long,  yet 
W.3  would  suppose  not  uninteresting,  task  deftly.  We  have  not  the  original 
Meinoirs  before  us  to  consult,  but  the  translator  has  rendered  the  '  Letters'  into 
plain  and  simple  language  which  adds  yet  another  temptation  to  incline 
readers  to  take  in  hand  a  very  readable  and  a  very  remarkable  work." — Pictorial 
World. 

"  No  memoirs  of  George  Sand  can  be  complete  without  her  autobiography, 
as  laid  out  in  correspondence  to  accompany  them.  '  The  Letters  of  George 
Sand,'  translated  as  well  as  edited  by  Raphael  Ledos  de  Beaufort,  and  recently 
published  by  Messrs.  Ward  and  Downey  in  three  substantial  volumes,  are  all 
her  admirers  or  disciples  can  desire.  This  bulky  collection  of  epistles  from  the 
most  piquant  pen  of  its  age,  though  it  will  stand  in  English  bookshelves  by  the 
side  of  the  many  excellent  sketches  of  the  authoress's  life  we  have  already  had, 
is  in  itself  a  record  of  her  career,  saturated  furthermore  with  her  individuality, 
lightened  by  her  incisive  style,  and  illuminated  by  her  pleasant  Gallic  wit  and 
shrewdly  sarcastic  periods.  George  Sand  must  ever  be  her  own  best  historian, 
but  here  in  these  letters  there  is  more  interest  than  that  of  mere  personal 
narrntive   or   exposition   of    the   fancies    and    foibles    of    this    distinguished 

novelist For  those  whose  cm-iosity  makes  them  desire  to  recognise 

the  great  writer's  individuality  the  half-dozen  portraits  in  these  volumes, 
representing  her  as  painted  by  Delacroix's  and  other  faithful  brashes, 
will  be  full  of  interest.  A  more  useful  collection  of  letters  than  this 
excelle)itly  translated  and  published  series  has  not  been  issued  for  some  time." — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

"  We  do  not  hesitate  to  give  a  cordial  welcome  to  these  volumes  with  which 
"M.  de  Beaufort  has  enriched  our  literature  through  the  medium  of  a  good 
English  translation.  .  .  .  The  work  is  the  most  important  one  of  the  kind 
that  has  appeared  in  France  since  the  publication  of  the  correspondence  of 
Madame  de  Rcmusat.     Indeed,  the  letters  of  George  Sand  must  be  assigned  a 
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higher  place,  a?  the  writings  of  a  great  and  many-sided  genius,  a  never-resting 
worker,  and  a  public  character  de  premiere  ligne.'" — Bookseller. 

"  The  most  interesting  and  valuable  of  recent  contributions  to  literary 
history.  The  writer  of  these  letters  was  one  of  the  the  most  remarkable 
women  and  the  greatest  novelists  of  any  time.  Nor  is  it  only  as  an  author  of 
genius  that  she  claims  attention  ;  it  is  safe  to  say  that  her  own  life  is  a  romance 
more  thrilHug  and  varied  than  any  of  her  novels,  many  of  which,  indeed,  are  but 
episodes  in  her  experience." — Literary  World. 


Gladstones    House    of    Commons,     ^y 

T.  P.  O'CoxNOR,  M.P.     Demy  Svo,  cloth.     12s  6d. 

"  Recalls  vividly  the  eventful  scenes  of  the  late  memorable  Parliament.  So 
the  historian  of  the  future  such  volumes  will  be  invaluable." — Graphic. 

"  Readers  will  find  in  these  pages  a  most  interesting  resume  of  the  principal 

parliamentary  episodes  of  the  last  five  years He  is  always  clear 

and  concise,  and  has  described  with  graphic  force  many  exciting  scenes  in  the 
House." — Morning  Post. 

"  The  book  is  eminently  honest  and  thoroughly  readable.  Some  of  the 
descriptions  are  vivid  enough  to  carry  a  sparkle  even  in  these  days.  One  great 
virtue  the  book  has,  it  has  absolutely  no  smack  of  the  midnight  oil,  every  line 
is  evidently  a  genuine  sketch,  done  on  the  spot,  with  the  charm  of  freedom 
which  all  sketches  possess.  It  is  not  a  book  to  read  carefully  through,  though, 
indeed,  I  myself  confess  to  devouring  it  at  meals,  but  a  book  to  pick  up  at  odd 
moments.  Wherever  _>on  open  it,  you  may  be  sure  to  find  a  good  anecdote,  a 
clever  sketch,  or  a  sound  piece  of  political  criticism." — St.  Stephen's  Review. 

"  Mr.  O'Connor  has  always  a  lively,  and  often  a  brilliant,  pen,  and  his  sketches 
of  men  and  scenes  in  the  House,  frequently  dashed  off  in  great  haste  as  they  must 
have  been  to  catch  a  morning  paper  on  the  other  side  of  the  Irish  Channel, 
constitute  an  admirable  and  vivid  picture  of  times  about  which  we  can  never  know 

too   much Will  take  its  place  at  once  among  the  indispensable 

works  of  Parliamentary  reference." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  He  gives  a  most  vivid  picture  of  the  bickerings  and  heart-burnings  at  St. 
Stephen's  under  Mr.  Gladstone's  recent  dictatorship.  In  his  estimates  of  men 
Mr.  O'Connor  is  often,  we  think,  hasty  ;  he  is  fairly  generous,  and  not 
unfrequently  he  employs  a  satiric  pen  ;  his  one  endeavour  is  apparently  to  be 
amusing,  and  in  this  he  admirably  succeeds The  story  through- 
out reads  like  a  piece  of  American  humour.  It  might  have  been  penned  by 
Artemus  Ward ;  so  grotesquely  funny  are  some  of  its  incidents,  that  it  cannot 
fail  to  afford  as  much  entertainment  as  that  writer's  P<  ej^-ahoic,  or  ]Mark  Twain's 
New  Pilfirim's  Progress.  Get  the  book  and  read  it.  It  is  im]iossible  to  dissect  its 
hon  mots,  they  are  so  many  and  so  admirably  fitted  into  the  irrevelant  matter 
that  it  is  impossible  to  give  specimens  of  them  without  losing  their  piciuancy." — 
Pictorial  World. 
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GLADSTONE'S  HOUSE  OF  CO'Smor^S— continued. 

'•  It?  appearance  is  peculiarly  timely  just  now,  when  tlie  importance  of  the 
Irish  quf-stion  is  fur  the  first  time  beginning  to  be  seriously  recognised  by  the 
b  ilk  of  Englishmen.  We  have  had  records  and  accounts  of  the  late  Parhament 
before,  done  from  the  point  of  view  of  the  purely  English  obsen-er.  Here, 
however,  we  have  a  volume  in  which  the  progress  of  events  is  presented  by  an 
Irishman  from  an  Irish  point  of  view,  and  presented  with  remarkable  ability 
and  really  brilliant  descriptive  power.  Those  Englishmen  who  are  most 
opposed  to  Mr.  O'Connor  in  political  opinions  will  find  much  to  learn  and  mucli 
to  interest  them  in  these  pages.  And  to  those  who  are  really  anxious  to  obtain 
a  better  appreciation  of  what  the  Irish  question  is,  a  study  of  'Gladstone's 
House  of  Commons'  is  indispensable." — Truth. 

"  An  eminently  readable,  instructive  and  pleasant  work,  and  a  history  of  the 
Parliament  1880-1884  ;  as  lively  and  interesting  as  a  novel." — Nation. 

"  Keen,  vivid  and  highly  epigrammatical  papers  -which  here  form  so 
fascinating  a  record  of  the  five  years  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  adminstration.  The 
scenes  which  he  describes  will  rise  as  vividly  before  the  imagination  as  if  the 
readers  themselves  had  taken  part  in  each  and  all  of  them  :  a  picture  gallery 
glowing  with  life;  bright  with  humour,  and  keen  with  critical  appreciation." — 
Freeman's  Journal. 

"  Bright  and  graphic  in  style,  as  fair  as  could  reasonably  be  anticipated,  and 
undeniably  accurate  in  its  facts,  Mr.  T.  P.  O'Connor's  interesting  and  valuable 
volume, '  Gladstone's  House  of  Commons,'  is  a  book  that  no  student  of  con- 
temporary politics  should  be  without as  amusing  as  it  is  replete 

with  sterling  information." — Society. 

''  A  captivating  little  history.  Superb  as  are  Mr.  O'Connor's  gifts  of  oratory 
they  are  eclipsed  by  his  wondrous  facility,  rapidity,  versatility,  and  luxuriance 
as  a  Press-writer.  Descriptive  writing  in  these  pages  reaches  perhaps  the 
height  of  its  magic  power  of  painting  indelibly  on  the  memory  scenes  of  which 
dry  verbatim  reports  can  give  no  more  true  idea  than  can  be  had  of  the  flavonr 
of  champagne  by  reading  a  wine  list." — United  Ireland. 

"  His  book  has  a  political  value,  apart  from  the  excellence  of  its  style  and 
the  accuracy  of  its  descriptions." — Western  Morning  Nczcs. 

"  A  bright  picture,  drawn  with  a  masterly  pen." — Judy. 

"  Sparkling,  and  admirably  lively." — Berliner  Tagehlatt. 


Bohertson  of  Brighton  :  With  some  Notices 
of  his  Times  and  his  Contemporaries.  By  the  Eev. 
F.  Arnold.     Post  8vo.,  cloth.     9s. 

"  He  has  evidently  studied  Robertson's  writings  with  care,  and  sees  the 
weakness  as  well  as  the  strength  of  a  remarkable  man,  who  bad  many  weaknesses 
as  well  as  much  strength.  The  result  is  a  book  of  no  little  interest,  compiled 
with  much  skill  and  judgment The  view  which  the  writer  gives  of 
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Robertson,  is,  at  the  same  time,  in  all  probability,  more  true  than  that  of  Mr. 
Brooke,  and  he  judges  him  from  a  safer  and  a  truer  stiiudpoint  than  that  most 

erratic  theologian The  autobiographical  sketches  which  the  writer 

has  brought  together  from  Robertson's  own  works,  are  well  chosen  ;  but  more 
interest  attaches  to  the  reminiscences  of  the  gifted  preacher  which  Mr.  Arnold 

hashimself  gathered  during  his  stay  at  Brighton Mr.  Arnold's  volume 

is  one  which  may  be  safely  recommended  to  the  attention  of  all  those  who  wish 
to  form  a  conception  of  the  position  which  '  Robertson,  of  Brighton  '  held  among 
our  English  clergj',  and  his  present  biographer  has  done  well  in  recognizing  the 
errors  as  well  as  the  merits  of  a  man  who  was,  however  much  we  may  differ 
from  him  in  many  respects,  a  remarkable  man." — John  Bull. 

"  All  admirers  of  the  Rev.  F.  W.  Robertson  will  welcome  the  Rev.  F.  Arnold's 
*  Robertson,  of  Brighton  '  as  throwing  fresh  light  on  his  character  and  surround- 
ings  Mr.  Arnold  brings  into  this  work  an  interesting  description 

of  Brighton  as  it  was  a  generation  ago ;  also  some  account  of  Robertson's 
contemporaries,  devoting  a  whole  chapter  to  that  of  his  friendship  for  and 
influence  over  Lady  Byron." — Leeds  Mercury. 

"It  is  impossible  not  to  be  interested  in  '  Robertson,  of  Brighton  ;  with 
some  Notices  of  his  Times  and  Cuntemporaries,'  by  the  Rev.  Frederick  Arnold. 
Notwithstanding  Mr.  Stopford  Brooke's  admirable  biography  there  was  still  room 
for  a  supplement  like  this,  full  of  small  facts  and  probable  conjectures,  the  out- 
come of  much  genuine  research  and  devotion.  Mr.  Arnold  has  been  fortunate 
in  meeting  several  of  Robertson's  personal  friends,  and  from  these  he  has 
gleaned  many  slight  but  characteristic  anecdotes.  He  is  able  also  to  explain  the 
financial  position  of  Trinity  Chapel  while  Robertson  held  the  incumbency." — 
Guardian. 

"  Surely  it  ought  to  be  interesting  to  read  the  histoiy  of  such  a  man 

His  biographer  has  been  able  to  show  us  what  he  was  in  all  his  varied  moods. 
^Ye  are  truly  thankful  for  this  entertaining  and  instructive  contribution  to  our 
biographical  literature." — Christian  Commonwealth. 

"  With  loving,  sedulous  ardour  he  analyses  Mr.  Robertson's  Sermons,  pointing 

out  numerous  passages  in  which  the  personal  element  is  strikingly  present 

The  main  source,  however,  to  which  the  author  is  indebted,  is  the  reminiscences 
ot  Robertson  he  has  himself  gathered  from  persons  in  and  about  Brighton,  who 
knew  and  admired  him,  and  some  of  whom  enjoyed  his  personal  friendship. 
The  charm  of  the  book  is  in  these  reminiscences.  A  vast  number  of  facts  which 
escaped  the  knowledge  of  Brooke,  unfolding  views  of  Robertson's  character  and 
genius  hitherto  unknown  to  the  public,  are,  as  it  were,  here  snatched  from  the 
oblivion  to  which  they  were  fast  rushing,  and  added  to  the  literary  heritage  of 
mankind.  For  the  diligence  with  which  Mr.  Arnold  has  collected  these  facts, 
and  the  skill  with  which  he  has  used  them,  we  are  largely  his  debtors.  The 
admirers  of  Robertson  will  find  this  book  much  more  fascinating  than  his  Life, 
and  that  it  gives  them  a  much  larger  and  richer  conception  of  the  man  ;  and 
whether  they  agree  or  differ  with  the  author  in  his  criticisms  of  Robertson's 
theological  teaching,  they  will  thank  him  for  the  delight,  and  stimulus,  and 
enlargement  of  view,  his  book  has  afforded  them." — Primitive  Methodist 
Magazine. 

"  The  style  is  sensible  ;  clear,  some  of  the  criticisms  and  fair  strictures  on 
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ROBERTSON,  OF  BHIGRTO^— continued. 

r»()bertson''=«  views  and  expressions  of  them  are  intelligent,  and  the  work  is  at 
once  sympathetic  and  just." — Scvtsman. 

"  We  are  glad  to  testify  that  Mr.  Arnold  has  given  us  something  whicli  none 
who  chersh  a  reverent  admiration  for  the  great  Brighton  prophet  will  receive 
without  gratitude.  Mr.  Arnold  has  evidently  been  gathering  notes,  impressions, 
and  recollections  of  Robertson  for  some  considerable  time.  He  lived  in 
Brighton  for  nearly  seven  vears,  and  made  the  acquaintance  of  many  persons 
who  knew  Mr.  Robertson.  He  has  made  a  very  felicitous  use  of  much  of  tlie 
material  thus  collected,  and  certainly  we  get  much  additional  information 
concerning  a  good  and  great  man  of  whom  the  world  will  not  tire  of  hearing  or 

of  reading  for  many  a  long  year  to  come The  author  has  taken  a  very 

great  deal  of  pains  by  way  of  seeking  for  any  kind  of  light  which  could  increase 
his  knowledge  of  the  man  concerning  whom  he  writes.  His  acquaintance  with 
Brighton,  Oxford,  and  Cheltenham  has  been  sufficient  to  enable  him  to  write 
with  much  personal  interest  about  three  of  the  places  in  which  Robertson 
exercised  his  ministry ;  and  he  visited  Winchester  for  the  purpose  of  completing 
an  acquaintance  with  all  the  spheres  in  which  that  wonderful  young  man  ful- 
filled his  vocation.     Of  every  place  there  is  something  interesting  to  tell;  and 

Mr,  Arnold  is  sympathetic  with  both  the  places  and  the  preacher We 

nave  been  much  interested  in  the  perusal  of  a  volume  which,  from  first  to  last, 
does  not  include  one  dull  page." — Literary  World. 

"  There  was  more  than  one  reason  why  a  new  Life  of  Robertson  should  be 
written  to  supplement  the  '  masterly  work '  of  Mr.  Stopford  Brooke,  as  ^Ir. 
Arnold  calls  it ;  and  this  book  is  a  good  and  useful  one.  Its  interest,  however, 
lies  quite  as  much  in  the  notices  of  Robertson's  contemporaries  as  in  the  study 
of  the  principal  figure.  The  biographer  admires  his  hero,  but  without  blindness 
to  his  faults  of  intellect,  some  of  which  nearly  approach  to  moral  defects." — 
St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  Mr.  Arnold's  chief  object  has  been  to  bring  out  the  individuality  of  the 
man,  rather  than  to  dwell  on  the  characteristics  of  the  preacher.  His  book  is 
full  of  anecdotes  and  reminiscences,  and  will  be  appreciated  not  only  by  the 
enthusiastic  admirers  of  Robertson,  but  by  the  general  reader,  who  may  take 
our  word  that  it  is  not  dull." — London  Figaro. 

"Robertson's  personal  inemory  may  in  the  nature  of  things,  become  dim 
and  distant — the  preacher,  the  thinker,  cannot  die.  His  influence  may  be  said 
to  have  been  world-wide.  On  those  who  were  brought  under  is  personal 
influence  the  impression  he  made  was  never  effaced.  A  writer  in  '  Scribner  ' 
records  that  once  travelling  in  the  South  of  France  he  met  a  wild,  revolutionary, 
unbeheving  surgeon,  on  his  way  to  join  the  army  in  Mexico,  and  knowing  that 
the  writer  was  a  clergyman,  he  asked  if  he  knew  aught  of  Robertson  ;  he  had 
read  his  sermons,  and  they  had  powerfully  affected  him,  Next  day  the  writer 
met  Augustin  Cochin,  a  devout  Catholic,  who  asked  for  particulars  about  '  an 
extraordinary  preacher — one  Frederick  Robertson.'  All  schools  quoted  him, 
all  creeds  felt  m  him  a  magnet  of  spiritual  attraction." — Cheltenham  Chronicle. 
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An  Iron-Boiind  City ;  01%  Five  Months 

OF  PEEIL  AND  PRIVATION.  By  John  Augustus 
O'Shea,  author  of  **  Leaves  from  the  Life  of  a  Special 
Correspondent."     2  vols.,  crown  8vo.,  cloth.    21s. 

Punch  says : 

A  STORY  of  peril,  adventure,  privation, 

Is  told,  in  two  vols.,  to  your  great  delectation, 

With  shrewd  common  sense  and  uncommon  sensation ! 

Here's  the  painful  account  of  Parisians  defeated  : 

And  Paris  besieged  is  most  "  specially"  treated  : 

Like  a  trusty  Tapleyan,  bright,  hopeful,  and  witty, 

O'Shea  tells  the  tale  of  "  An  Iron-bound  City." 

"A  most  entertaining  book." — World. 

"A  continuation  of  the  well-known  'Leaves  from  the  Life  of  a  Special 
Correspondent.'  It  tells  in  the  same  vein,  with  equal  humour,  the  story  of  the 
dxteenth  investment  the  gay  French  capital  has  stood  in  ancient  and  modern 
times,  with  the  long  story  of  privation,  misrule,  and  bloodshed  marking  its 
course.  The  outlines  of  this  painful  history  of  folly  most  of  us  know.  It 
has  formed  themes  for  editions  de  luxe  and  cheajD  issues  until  there  can  hardly 
be  any  one  within  the  three  kingdoms  unfamiliar  with  its  main  features.  Mr. 
O'Shea  supplies  colour  and  incident,  filling  up  the  framework  of  history  from 
his  own  abundant  store  of  anecdote  and  amiable  humom\     His  pictures  of  the 

effects  wrought  by  modem  shell-fire  are  startling  in  their  vividness 

The  book  deserves  a  large  measure  of  praise  ;  it  is  even  more  absorbing  than 
its  predecessors." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  We  can  listen  with  unjaded  interest  to  the  oft-told  tale  of  the  fall  of  Paris 

when  it  is  told  by  so  genial  and  simny-minded  an  historian We  have 

not  attempted  any  chronological  or  elaborate  analysis  of  Mr.  O'Shea's  book  ; 
but  we  hope  that  our  very  cursory  notice  of  it  may  induce  many  persons  to 
read  it  for  themselves,  and  from  its  j)ages  to  refresh  their  memories  of  the  most 
momentous  and  interesting  siege  of  modern  iimQS.'''— Saturday  Review. 

*'  '  An  Iron-bound  City  '  is  peculiarly  interesting.  Mr.  O'Shea  has  the 
pen  of  a  ready  writer,  and  it  would  be  strange  indeed  if,  with  the 
■wealth  of  amusing,  grim,  and  striking  incident  which  accompanied  the 
siege  of  Paris,  he  had  failed  to  produce  an  exceptionally  interesting  work. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  '  An  Iron-bound  City  '  is  as  brimful  of  exciting  and 
engrossing  matter  as  the  most  sensational  romance,  while  at  the  same 
time  it  is  rich  in  the  momentous  and  important  facts  that  go  to  make  up 
history.  And  the  author  is  equally  at  home  whether  gossiping  of  the  strait* 
and  shifts  which  lent  a  grimly  comical  side  to  the  situation,  or  dealing  in 
vigorous,  graphic  language  with  the  sterner  features  of  the  siege.  It  would  be 
diflflcult  to  imagine  a  more  vivid  picture  of  a  beleaguered  city  than  that  painted 
by  Mr.  O'Shea's  practised  pen,  and  I  commend  the  work  to  you  most  heartily, 
Bure  that  you  will  endorse  my  high  opinion  of  it.  It  is  given  to  few  to  enjoy 
such  curious  experiences  as  I\Ir.  O'Shea,  and  to  fewer  still  to  describe  them  with 
such  unaffected  eloquence,  and  the  public  owe  him  a  distinct  debt  for  bo 
interesting  and  valuable  a  contribution  to  contemporary  history." — Society. 
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AN   IRON-BOUND   CITY— continued. 

"  We  are  loath  to  quit  a  work  which  is  more  fascinating  than  any  novel,  and 
yet  bears  internal  evidence  in  every  page  of  a  rigid  adherence  to  truth,  without 
letting  the  reader  into  the  secret  that  it  is  not  always  sad  or  stern." — Universe. 

"  John  Augustus  O'Shea  is  not  an  ordinary  mortal,  and  his  style  is  so 
peculiarly  his  own  that  the  reader  soon  forgets  the  past  in  the  engrossing  interest 
with  which  he  turns  over  the  pages  of  the  volume  before  us.  .  .  .  While  our 
friend,  the  impressionable,  hot-headed  but  kind-hearted  O'Shea  was  starving 
in  Paris,  the  writer  of  this  review  was  living  on  the  fat  of  the  land  within  the 
German  lines.  .  .  .  We  have  not  found  a  dull  page  in  the  book." — Admiralty 
and  HorseQuards  Gazette. 

"  There  has  been  a  great  deal  said  and  written  in  England  lately  about  the 
best  hundred  books  for  men  to  read.  We  might  shorten  the  matter  by  recom- 
mending one  which  that  versatile  '  Special  Correspondent '  has  just  produced  as 
worth  at  least  any  fifty  that  could  be  named.  No  man  ever  sat  down,  pen  in  hand, 
to  give  point  to  the  superiority  of  truth  in  point  of  strangeness  over  fiction,  who 
could  do  it  more  agreeably  and  racily.  His  mind  and  his  note-book  are  a  perfect 
store-house  of  odd  facts  and  historical  reminiscences.  The  chronicles  show  no 
bias.  They  neither  extenuate  the  faults  of  the  French  nor  set  down  aught  in 
malice  against  the  Teutons." — United  Ireland. 

"  Two  highly  interesting  volumes.  .  .  .  He  not  only  treats  of  the  dry  facts 
of  the  siege,  but  his  account  is  interspersed  with  numerous  interesting  anecdotes 
and  episodes  extracted  from  his  diary.  His  style  of  writing  throughout  is  ligiit 
and  pleasant,  and  his  descriptions  of  the  sortie  of  the  19th  November  and  of 
starving  Paris  at  the  end  of  the  siege  are  particularly  vivid  and  thrilling." — 
Vanity  Fair. 

"Will  be  eagerly  seized  upon  by  those  who  revelled  in  Mr.  O'Shea's  last 
book.  .  ,  .  Every  page  is  interesting.  Mr.  O'Shea  succeeds  in  giving  life  to 
the  driest  details  of  military  manoeuvres." — St.  Stephen's  Review. 

"  Despite  the  grim  casualities  which  his  subject  compels  him  to  depict,  the 
writing  is  in  the  author's  usual  style,  one  that  is  exceedingly  pleasant,  cheerful, 
and  readable." — Court  Journal. 


Leaves  from  the  Life  of  a  Sj^eeial  Corres- 

PONDEXT.      By    John  Augustus  O'Shea.      Two  vols., 
crown  8vo.,  with  a  Portrait  of  the  Author.     21s. 

"A  choice  medley  of  jovial,  witty,  hair-brained,  fascinating  anecdotes  about 
the  gi'eat  historical  and  social  events  of  the  past  decade,  and  the  distin- 
guished and  notorious  men  Mr.  O'Shea  has  met  in  that  time." — Aberdeen 
Journal. 

"  Mr.  O'Shea  has  shown  himself  a  workman  needing  not  to  be  ashamed. 
The  stories  of  some  of  the  earlier  events  of  the  Franco-Prussian  War,  and 
of  the  imprisonment  in  besieged  Paris,  are  thoroughly  well  told." — Academy. 
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LEAVES  FROM  THE  LIFE  OF  A  SPECIAL  CORRESPONDENT— confj«ufc£. 

"  Eminently  readable.  .  .  .  There  is  liardl}*  a  dull  page  in  it.  .  .  .  His 
generosity  and  good  temper  are  inexhaustible." — Athenceum. 

"  The  graphic  and  powerful  writing  is  by  no  means  the  only  feature  of 
the  work;  for  the  anecdotes  are  good,  and  there  is  a  prevailing  feeling  of 
the  writer  being  in  bright,  cheerful  spirits  (which  are  imparted  to  his  readers  i, 
while,  above  all,  there  is  a  kindly  word  for  everyone." — Court  Journal. 

"  Personal,  audaciously  but  not  offensively  personal,  Mr.  O'Shea  is  never 
tiresome  ;  nor  is  there  a  particle  of  gall  in  his  gossiping  recollections." — Daily 
Telegraph. 

"  Glowing  with  a  rich,  broad,  and  boisterous  humour,  which  those  who 
are  familiar  with  Mr.  0"Shea"s  style  always  exjject  and  never  fail  to  find." — 
Fre6vian'$  Journal. 

"  "We  cordially  recommend  these  lively  and  entertaining  volumes  to  readers 
of  all  tastes." — Illustrated  Sporting  and  Dramatic  News. 

'•  The  fund  of  amusing  anecdote  and  personal  reminiscences  with  which  this 
work  abounds  embraces  a  crowd  of  individuals  and  a  series  of  events  amply 
sufficient  to  ensure  the  success  of  any  number  of  '  Leaves  '  when  discoursed  of 
in  the  peculiarly  entertaining  style  of  the  author." — Morning  Advertiser. 

"  The  freshest  and  pleasantest  collection  of  desultory  reminiscences.  .  .  . 
Every  page   has  its    anecdote,  like    a  sip   of   champagne." — Catholic    World. 

Punch  says  : 
"  Oh  bright  and  lively  is  O'Shea — that  is,  this  John  Augustus  is — 
His  book  as  bright  and  lively  as  the  author,  who  may  trust  us,  is ; 
He  discourseth  of  Napoleon,  tobacco,  and  philology ; 
Of  Paris  and  of  pugilists.  Lord  Wolseley  and  zoology; 
Of  Gambetta  and  of  Calcraft.  of  cookery  and  quackery; 
Of  SiNSETT  and  balloonacy,  of  Sala  and  of  Thackeray  ! 
With  '  special '  journeys  to  and  fro,  direct,  delayed,  and  roundabout : 
For  here  and  there  and  everywhere  this  Special  loves  to  bound  about ! 
With  most  things  he  is  conversant,  from  monkey  unto  mineral — 
And  talks  on  warlike  matters  like  a  modern  Meejor-Gineral !" 

"  It  may  at  once  be  said  these  reminiscences  of  a  Special  CoiTespondent's 
career  afford  extremely  easy  and  amusmg  reading  ;  that  there  are  not  many 
dull  pages  in  them ;  and  that  not  unseldom  there  are  descriptive  strokes 
and  sketches  of  men  and  events  that  are  worthy  of  permanent  preservation." — 
Scotsman. 

"  Redolent  of  stories  throughout,  told  with  such  a  cheery  spirit,  in  so  genial 
a  manner,  that  even  those  they  sometimes  hit  hard  cannot,  when  they 
read,  refrain  from  laughing,  for  Mr.  O'Shea  is  a  modem  Democritus;  and  yet 
there  runs  a  vein  of  sadness,  as  if,  like  Figaro,  he  made  haste  to  laugh 
lest  he  should  have  to  weep." — Society. 
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LEAVES  FEOM  THE  LIFE  OF  A  SPECLAL  CORRESPONDENT— con«im«'d. 

"  The  great  charm  of  his  pa^es  is  the  entire  absence  of  dnlness  and 
the  evidence  they  afford  of  a  delicate  sense  of  humour,  considerable  powers 
of  observation,  a  store  of  apposite  and  racy  anecdote,  and  a  keen  enjoyment  of 
life." — Standard. 

"  One  of  the  liveliest  and  best  books  of  its  kind  that  I  have  read.  Mr. 
O'Shea  seems  in  his  day  to  have  been  everj'where  under  the  sun,  and  to  have 
seen  everything  and  everybody  of  importance." — IVcstem  Morning  News. 

"  Delightful  reading.  ...  A  most  enjoyable  book.  ...  It  is  kinder 
to  readers  to  leave  them  to  find  out  the  good  things  for  themselves.  They  will 
find  material  for  amusement  and  instruction  on  every  page  ;  and  if  the  lesson 
is  sometimes  in  its  way  as  melancholy  as  the  moral  of  Firmin  Maillard's  '  Les 
Demiers  Bohemes,'  it  is  conveyed  after  a  fashion  that  recalls  the  light-hearted 
gaiety  of  Paul  de  Kock's  '  Damoselle  du  Cinquieme  '  and  the  varied  pathos  and 
humour  of  Henri  Murger." — Whitehall  Review. 

"  Mr.  O'Shea  is  vivacious  and  amusing.  .  .  .  His  first  volume  is  the  most 
interesting,  with  his  sprightly  recollections  of  Bohemian  Paris.  .  .  .  Mr. 
O'Shea  kept  some  strange  company  in  those  days — English,  French,  Irish,  of  all 
nationalities — and  has  some  entertaining  things  to  tell  about  most  of  them." — 
World. 


Boyalty  Bestored;    or,   London    Under 

CHARLES  II.  By  J.  Fitzgerald  Molloy,  Author  of 
"  Coui-t  Life  Below  Stairs;  or,  London  under  the  Georges," 
Szc.  Two  vols.,  large  crown  8vo.,  with  an  Original  Etching 
of  Charles  IL,  and  eleven  other  portraits.     25s. 

"  Mr.  Molloy  brings  to  his  task  a  general  admiration  for  his  hero,  to  whose 
faults,  although  he  cannot  deny  them  altogether,  he  is  as  blind  as  regard  for 
established  facts  will  let  him  be.  .  .  ,  Before  leaving  Mr.  Molloy's  book  we 
may  say  that  he  tells  his  story  well,  and  that  his  style  is  fluent  and  agreeable. 
—Times. 

"  The  most  important  historical  work  yet  achieved  by  its  author 

It  has  remained  for  a  picturesque  historiart  to  achieve  such  a  work  in  its  entirety 
and  to  tell  a  tale  as  it  has  never  before  been  told." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  A  series  of  pictures  carefully  drawn,  well  composed,  and  correct  in  all 
details.  Mr.  Molloy  writes  pleasantly,  and  his  book  is  thoroughly  enter- 
taining."— Graphic. 

"Presents  us  for  the  first  time  with  a  complete  description  of  the  social 
habits  of  the  period." — Globe. 

""We  are  quite  prepared  to  recognise  in  it  the  brisk  and  fluent  style,  the 
ease  of  narration,  and  other  qualities  of  like  nature,  which,  as  was  pointed  out 
in  this  journal,  characterized  his  former  books." — Athenceum. 
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ROYALTY  RESTOEED— co/ifi«ueJ. 

'•  Mr.  Fitzgerald  Molloy  extenuates  in  notliing  the  heartless  viciousness  of 
Charles's  life,  and  the  cold  and  even  contempt  of  his  pitiless  dealing  with  tlie 
long  series  of  scandals  of  which  history  and  art  have  perpetuated  the  memory, 
points  the  moral  of  the  story,  without  moralising,  as  sharply  as  can  be  desired. 
At  the  same  time,  he  is  not  tender  to  the  preceding  time,  and  he  marshals  some 
stern  facts  against  the  notion  that  morals  were  at  any  high  standard  under  the 
Lord  Protector.  He  does  not  like  Cromwell,  and  he  has  found  a  congenial  task 
in  the  picturing  of  his  death-bed.  But  it  needs  no  retrospective  partisanship 
to  make  the  last  scene  of  Oliver's  great  life  an  awful  one ;  the  recorded  facts  do 
that  sufficiently.  There  are  three  '  natural '  deaths  in  English  history  on 
which,  we  suppose,  the  least  imaginative  of  readers  must  have  sometimes  dwelt  in 
fancy, — those  of  Edward  III.,  Elizabeth,  and  Cromwell.  The  sordid  lor^aken- 
ness  of  the  first,  the  ghastly  grimness  of  the  second,  the  spiritual  strife  of  the 
third,  impress  them  on  the  memory.  Briefly,  but  forcibly,  ]\Ir.  Molloy  depicts 
the  great  man's  death,  the  hurried  burial,  the  tricked-out,  Spanish-costumed, 
purple-clonked,  crowned  effigy,  the  throng  to  the  show,  the  public  weariness  of 
it,  the  pelting  of  the  escutcheon  above  the  gate  of  Somerset  House  with  mud, 
after    the   immemorial    manner   of    mobs,    and    the   costly   mock-funeral    at 

Westminster  Abbey It  is  hard  for  us,  in  these  unpicturesque  and 

unenthusiastic  times,  to  imagine  London  en  fete ;  but  picturing  to  ourselves  the 
comparatively  little  London  to  which  Charles  returned  in  triumph,  we  may  get, 
with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  Fitzgerald  MoUoy's  spirited  and  pictorial  sketch, 
some  notion  of  the  aspect  of  the  capital  when  royalty  was  restored.  The  story 
of  Charles's  marriage,  of  the  prodigious  dowry — about  which  there  were  so 
many  subsequent  difficulties,  and  with  regard  to  which  the  King  behaved  with 
such  ungentlemanlike  meanness  that  it  is  pleasant  to  know  he  did  not  get  one 
half  of  the  money — of  the  young  Queen's  innocence  of  the  ways  of  his  world, 
her  wrongs,  her  sufferings,  her  brief  resistance,  her  long,  lamentable  acquiescence, 
her  unfailing  love,  is  well  told  in  this  book.  Whenever,  in  its  pages,  we  catch 
sight  of  Catherine,  it  is  a  relief  from  the  vi'e  com})any  that  crowds  them,  the 
shameless  women  and  the  contemptible  men  on  whom  '  the  fountain  of  honour  ' 
lavished  distinctions,  which  ought  from  thenceforth  to  have  lost  all  meaning 
and  attraction  for  honest  folk.  The  author  has  studied  his  subjects  with  care 
and  industry  ;  he  reproduces  them  either  singly  or  in  proups,  with  vivid  and 
stirring  effect;  the  comedy  and  the  tragedy  of  the  Court-life  move  side  by  side 

in  his  chapters A  chapter  on  the  Plague  is  admirable, — impressive 

without  any  fine  writing  ;  the  description  of  the  Fire  is  better  still.  To  Mr. 
Molloy's  narrative  of  the  Titus  Oates  episode  striking  meiit  must  be  accorded  ; 
also  to  the  closing  chapter  of  the  work  with  its  picture  of  the  hard  death  of 
King  Charles." — Spectator. 

"  Mr.  J.  Fitzgerald  Molloy  makes  a  remarkable  advance  beyond  his  preceding 
works  in  style  and  literary  method.  His  book,  which  is  the  best,  may  very 
well  be  the  last  on  the  subject.  .  .  .  The  shrewdness,  the  cynicism,  and 
the  profound  egotism  of  the  Merry  Monarch  are  dexterously  convoyed  in  this 
picture  of  him,  and  the  book  is  variously  and  vividly  interesting." —  Wurld. 

"  The  author  of '  Royalty  Re-iored  '  has  never  offered  the  public  so  graphic, 
so  fascinating,  so  charming  an  example  of  faded  lives  revivified,  and  dimmed 
scenes  revitalized  by  the  magic  of  the  picturesque  historic  sense."' — Busion 
Liter ury  World. 
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EOTALTY   RESTORED— confuHi^^. 

"  He  has  told  his  tale  with  skill  and  clearness,  and  his  work  is  sufficient  to 
piat  the  facts  before  a  reader  who  may  require  the  information,  or  may  not  before 
have  examined  that  portion  of  his  country's  history.  The  period  is  not  one 
that  most  i)eople  would  care  to  turn  to  frequently  without  some  special  purpose, 
for  it  is  on  the  whole  the  most  discreditable  in  the  annals  of  England.  To  any 
who  seek  to  turn  over  this  sickly  page  of  the  national  stoi^,  Mr.  Molloy  gives  it 
in  sufficiently  connected  form." — Queen. 

"  Mr.  Molloy  has  not  confined  himself  to  an  account  of  the  King  and  his 
courtiers.  He  has  given  us  a  study  of  London  during  his  reign,  taken,  as  far  as 
possible,  from  rare  and  invariably  authentic  sources." — Glasgow  Evening  News 

"In  his  delineation  of  Charles,  Mr.  Molloy  is  very  successful.  .  .  .  He 
avoids  vivid  colouring;  yet  rouses  our  interest  and  sympathy  with  a  skilful 
hand." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"Will  be  greedily  devoured  as  a  palatable  dish  by  such  as  have  an  appetite 
for  the  intrigues  and  follies  of  Courts,  as  well  as  by  those  who  just  sufficiently 
love  English  History  to  study  it  in  a  free-and-easy,  desultory  fashion.'' — Modern 
Society. 


The  Unpojmlar  King  :     The  Life  and 

TIMES  OF  RICHARD  III.  By  Alfred  0.  Legge, 
F.C.H.S.  Two  vols.,  demy  8vo.,  with  an  Etched  Portrait 
of  Richard  III.,  and  Fifteen  other  Illustrations.     30s. 

"  The  labour  you  have  bestowed  on  this  portion  of  English  history  is  a  proof 
of  your  sincerity,  of  your  love  of  truth.  I  have  not  much  faith  in  the  accuracy 
of  what  we  term  history,  and  am  prepared  to  believe  that  much  that  we  learn 
under  that  name  is  not  greatly  better  than  fiction.  You  have  had  access  to 
much  new  matter,  and  your  labour  may  liave  the  effect  of  displacing  some  of  the 
old  legends  in  which  we  have  been  taught  to  believe." — John  Bright. 

"  The  romance  of  Richard's  life  is  still  one  of  the  most  fascinating  of  English 
historical  episodes,  and  in  Mr.  Legge's  book  the  story  loses  none  of  its  charms. 
We  are  carried  forward  from  event  to  event,  from  place  to  place,  with  a  vigour 

which  enhances  greatly  the  pleasure  of  reading Tbese  two  goodly 

volumes,  with  excellent  illustrations,  abound  in  matters  of  deep  interest." — The 
Antiquary. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  read  it  without  enlarging  to  a  great  extent  one's  knowledge 
of  an  important  period.  Indeed,  it  is  scarcely  too  much  to  say  that  every  student 
of  the  latter  Plantagenet  period  must  refer  to  these  pages." — Illustrated  London 
News. 
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THE  UNPOPULAE  Kl^sG— continued. 

"  The  most  important  of  recent  contributions  to  the  history  of  Enpland,  an'l 
one  of  the  most  curiously  fascinating  of  historical  narrative." — Manchester 
Examiner. 

"  These  two  volumes  represent  an  enormous  amount  of  laborious  and 
conscientious  research  into  the  known  histories  of  Eichard  III.,  and  Mr.  Legge 
has  unearthed  a  document  hitherto,  we  believe,  impublished,  among  the  papers^ 
in  possession  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire.  As  we  have  said,  a  great  deal  of 
valuable  labour  has  been  bestowed  on  the  preparation  of  this  book,  and  such 
labour  is  never  bestowed  in  vain  Those  who  read  the  book,  and  they  are  likely 
to  be  many,  will  possess  themselves  of  a  large  collection  of  information  about 
England  in  the  times  of  Eichard  III.,  whether  they  agree  with  Mr.  Legge's 
opinion  and  accept  his  conclusions  or  not." — Manchester  Courier. 

"  Mr.  Legge  is  entitled  to  the  credit  of  bringing  forward  much  that  is  new 
and  that  tells  in  favour  of  Eichard.  His  task  is  accomplished  with  much  care. 
The  book  is  a  welcome  contribution  to  the  study  of  an  epoch  and  character 
which  will  form  subjects  of  lasting  controversy." — Xotes  and  Queries. 

"  Mr.  Legge  has  given  us  a  very  interesting  book.  He  writes  with  vigour 
and  spirit,  sometimes  almost  with  eloquence." — John  Bull. 

"  If  Mr.  Alfred  Legge  fails  to  convince  the  English  people — or  those  who 
have  the  good  fortune  to  peruse  his  very  able  work — that  Eichard  the  Third 
has  been  shamefully  traduced,  it  is  certain  that  no  one  else  need  ever  attempt 
the  ta?<k  of  vindicating  the  reputation  of  '  The  Unpopular  King.'  .... 
A  most  valuable  contribution  to  contemporary  literature." — Figaro. 

"  A  thoughtful,  clever,  and  highly  interesting  study  of  one  of  the  most  com- 
plex and  curious  characters  in  the  history  of  our  country,  and  a  graphic  picture 
of  the  period  in  which  he  lived.  The  work  is  an  interesting  and  valuable  con- 
tribution to  historical  literature." — Society. 

"  These  volumes  give  a  graphic  picture  of  England  at  the  close  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  Mr.  Legge's  style  is  a  remarkably  good  style — fluent, 
correct,  incisive,  and  graceful.  He  deserves  great  credit  for  the  pains  he  has 
taken  to  clear  up  many  an  '  historic  doubt.'  " — Topical  Times. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  read  the  story  he  teUs  with  so  much  power  and  dis- 
crimination without  coming  to  the  conclusion  that,  after  all,  the  '  Unpopular 
King'  exhibited  traces  of  virtue  rare  in  his  age  and  not  too  common  in  our 
own.  The  work  is  interesting  throughout,  and  is  a  welcome  and  valuable 
addition  to  the  literature  of  a  period  in  which  so  much  was  done  for  weal  and 
woe  in  England." — Leeds  Mercury. 

"  His  frequent  references  to  official  documents,  patents,  and  such  like,  among 
the  Harleian  MSS.,  bear  out  his  account  of  his  researches  among  imprinted 
materials  ;  and  he  has  moreover  had  the  advantage  of  consulting  a  contemporary 
MS.  of  great  interest  in  the  library  at  Hardwick  Hall,  to  which  no  former  writer 
has  referred." — Saturday  Review. 
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Japanese     Life,    Love,    and    Legend  : 

A  VISIT  TO  THE  EMPIRE  OF  THE  RISING  SUN. 
(From  the  French  of  Maurice  Dubard.)  By  William  Conn. 
Crowu  8vo.,  cloth.     7s.  Gd. 

"  How  charmingly  irrepressible  is  the  bold  boulevardier  !  How  impossible  he 
finds  it  anywhere  to  escape  bis  own  sequacious  personality !  Wherever  he  goes, 
'  Ilium  in  Italiam  portans,'  he  carries  with  him  Paris  in  his  own  bosom.  He 
discovers  in  Tahiti  a  kind  of  enlarged  and  glorified  Chateau  des  Fleurs  ; 
he  sees  in  Yokohama  a  Japanese  variant  on  the  Champs  Elysees  and  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne.  .  .  .  M.  Dubard  goes  over  once  mere  the  familiar 
ground  of  all  recent  far-Eastern  travellers,  and  succeeds  in  conveying 
vt-ry  prettily  to  the  reader's  mind  the  now  stereotyped  picture  of  an  idyllic, 
impossible,  Utopian  Japan.  He  takes  us  behind  the  scenes  of  family  life ; 
shows  us  afresh  the  pleasant  but,  alas  !  incredible  unanimity  of  the  Japanese 
household.  Nobody  would  by  any  possibility  call  it  dull ;  and  if  it  lacks 
strict  historical  and  scientific  precision  it  makes  up  for  all  that  by  Marcel 
and  0-Hana.  .  .  .  Mr.  Conu"s  English  reads  somewhat  more  like  our  native 
language  than  that  of  99  per  cent  among  the  awesome  herd  of  translators  from 
the  French.  If  we  mistake  not,  indeed,  he  has  freely  edited  rather  than 
merely  translated  his  author  ;  and  this  is  at  least  many  times  better  than  the 
common  and  slovenly  modern  habit  of  simply  transliterating  him." — Fall  Mall 
Gazette. 

"'Japanese  Life,  Love,  and  Legend'  has  certainly  a  flavour  of  Cha- 
teaubrinnd  about  it,  and  reminds  us  forcibly  of  Bene  or  of  Atala.  Mr.  Conn  has 
done  well  to  place  M.  Dubard's  book  before  the  public  in  an  English  dress. 
Our  countrymen  as  a  rule  are  incapable  of  that  sympathetic  observatiun  of  the 
inner  life  of  Orientals  which  we  find  here." — Grajjhic. 

"The  volume  is  thoroughly  interesting :  and  the  author  is  evidently  at 
home  in  those  scenes  of  Japanese  middle-class  life  which  he  delights  to  portray. 
Possibly  the  colors  are  a  trifle  brighter  than  those  of  natm*e,  even  in  the  land  of 
the  rising  sun  ;  for  the  author  enjoyed  himself  exceedingly,  and  the  gay-hearted 
Gaul  knows  nothing  of  faint  praise." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  Japan  is  the  fashion ;  and  the  very  captivating  volume  '  Japanese  Life, 
Love,  and  Legend  '  will  add  a  great  deal  to  the  stock  of  information  upon 
the  subject  within  the  reach  of  those  who  sit  at  home  at  ease.  Many 
authors  have  written  of  Japan,  its  arts,  and  its  history ;  but  in  this  book  we 
have  a  light-hearted  traveller,  who  knows  the  vie  intime  of  the  people,  giving  his 
impressions  and  experiences  in  the  spirit  of  a  candid  historian.  He  writes 
of  the  domestic  life  of  the  Japanese,  their  manners  and  customs.  He  is 
learned  in  all  their  ways,  from  making  silk  to  making  love.  He  visits  their 
families,  their  theatres,  (and  goes  behind  the  scenes),  their  factories,  and  their 
temples.  Nothing  is  sacred  to  him,  and  he  delivers  himself  without  restraint 
of  all  he  has  heard  and  seen  in  the  Empire  of  the  Bisiug  Sun.  He  is  a 
rare  gossip." — Life. 

"  The  idea  of  weaving  a  love  story  into  an  ordinary  book  of  travel  is  ingenious 
and  telling.  .  .  .  The  writer  has  seen  much  that  eveiy  traveller  in  Japan  tells 
of ;  much,  too,  that  other  travellers  have  doubtless  seen,  but  from  motives  qf 
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JAPANESE  LIFE,  LOVE,  AND  LEGEND-co,..-..,. 
delicacy   have   left   untold.     There   arp     l^nn-.. 

passages  of  unusual  power  to  Se  h^  name  o/"Vl"\'*l'^^"l  adventures  or 
Jaj>anese  legends  are  woven  in t^hLarratl?^  ^-  ^' ^°°^  -^^"^^  interesting 
h..h  place  among  the  lighter  tr:ve\'LX"of  rhVl^atnTZlfflrp!:/^'^  ^ 

-or::'^^^l^1:S^^!'^:t^^^  -f ^^  ofle  love 

."un^^Ll^^^^^ 

lare  well  worth    reading  for  their  own   ^ake^';^?^^^^^ 

^ucoess  We  may  add  that  though  "he  work ?.  .  /^.^^'^'^g^  desenes 
eUecivey  that  few  would  imagineft  to  be  a  Sen^lf  1  T-'^*'°"'^^^  ''  '^^°^  «« 
tlie  binding  is  tasteful  and  in  harmonv  wiU  ?h^  l>ook  in  an  English  dress. 
leleoraph.  -uarmonj  with   the  subject."— 6'/t,;^ijj  jj^^,^ 

L  ;c^oi:nt"o?rhe^:arLu'%r4"^;^^^^^^^^^^  ^^^   public  so   charming 

reat  to  be  able  to  take  up  a  book  and  S  i  ''  -T'  '^^^  ^^^end.  It  is  a 
tamed    from    beginniucr  to   end      Th.    i  ^^'^  '''^^'■^^*  "^  '^  so  well  su«- 

apanese   in    allots  l^ta^s 'f;JittIy^^^^^^^^  '"f   ^^^  '''^   ^^    ^- 

3-Hana  is  full  of  charm  The  bonV  J  If^^^^^^^^'  .""^^  the  love  stoiy  of 
;^mous  places  visited,  w?th  tie  different  w',.'  ""^  clesoription  of^the 
he  manners  and  customs  of  the  people  ^"f^^*^^, /^^^^^^t^^  therewith,  and 
ommendmg  it  to  our  readers  as  one  of  thp  Lcf  i  Ti  ^f^^^^^io^  in  re- 
^^imiralty  and  Horse  Guards  Ga^ltte  '*  pubhshed  of  its  kind."- 


^i<^^r  Eugo:    His    Life   and    Work 

portrait  of  Victor  Hugo.   "CrU^  8^' cIoi'\r  "°"''' 

,ghsb  student  of  Victor  /ugo  can  affordt  overf'ool.":lr,/;Vw^-.r'',i?V'' 
.ulan^'L:;^.;""'^'^^  '"'-  '"at  .-s  at  once  entertaining.  instn,etwrand 

:^ip^zz.  a^rotfifnifntt^-r  r^  °'  -'«»'-« -'''»•' 

r  volume  which  relates  the  full  stev  of  l,?i^^  ,  ^T  '  T'""'-  "''^  i^  the 
.mmendmg  .Mr.  Barnett  Smith  s  vdume  as  thff„l>^\'  ^T-  i'^''""'  '" 
■t  satisfactorj-  on  iii  iubiect  tl,-,i    1  .  '""*'*'  ""''  ■"  «very  war 

Wan  LeaJer.  '    '  """■  ^"^  •>"'  appeared  iu  England."-™^ 
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VICTOR  HUGO:    HIS   LIFE   AND   \\OJ\K— continued. 

"It  is  clear  and  succinct,  and  contains  nearly  eveiTthing  it  is  requisite  for 
the  average  English  reader  to  know  about  the  illustrious  Frenchman  As  a 
record  of  his  literary  and  dramatic  work  it  is  remarkable  for  well-ordered  com- 
preteness  while  tli  account  of  Hugo  in  exile  is  free  from  the  common  errora 
which  have  disfigured  the  narratives  of  the  majority  of  those  who  have  dealt 
with  the  subject:'— Topical  Times. 

"  Well  deserves  to  be  read;  we  are  told  all  that  is  needful  to  know  abouf 
him." — Tablet. 

"  The  volume  under  notice  is  not  a  hurried  and  superficial  biography^ 
This  well  written  account  of  his  hie:'— Morning  Post. 


An  Apolonij  for  the  Life  of  the  Birjhi 

HOX.     WE.    GLADSTONE;      OR,     THE     NE\\ 
POLITICS.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     7s  6d. 

-  One   of  the  most  comprehensive  and  powerful  indictments  against  Mi 
Gladstone  that  has  ever  been  issued."— Enf/^and. 

"  This    great  man's    shortcomings   are    mercilessly   analysed    and    justl 
ridiculed  in^ac  ever  and  amusing  volume  that  b&s  reached  a  second  ediUo> 
'Cipology  for  the  Life  of  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone  ;  or   the  >■ 
Politics  '     It  is  one  of  the  most  really   fanwj  books  loehace  met  with  for  a 
time,  but  for  all  that  Us  purpose  is  a  serious  one.''— John  Bull.  ^ 


.'  This  is  a  cruel  piece  of  work.  The  writer's  accuracy  is  quite  nnW 
peachab  e,  and  be  has  collected  his  facts  with  such  i-V"'^'''. f^J  -^Yatto 
them  with  such  skill,  that  the  book  would  have  been  crushmg  if  xMr.  Gladstoi 
had  any  reputation  to  lose:'— Vanity  Fair. 

"A  clever,  if  merciless,  account  of  the  life  of  the  ex-Premier,  J^idged  fro 
a  Conservative  point  of  view,  with  a  rather  scathing  commentary  on  his  saym 
Ld  Ss  fro^  the  year  of  his  birth,  compiled  by  the  journalist  who^ 
Tetters  to  my  Son.  Herbert.'  To  Conservatives  this  volume  will  be  a  perft 
mine  of  information."— Puiz/is/iers'  Circular. 

"  Partly  biographical  and  partly  satirical,  this  is  a  vei7  clever  productioi 
—Edinburgh  Courant.  | 

The  author  0.  the  book  p;us„es  Mr.  Glad^one  pitiU^^^^^^ 


political  career,  every  event  of  which  he  causes  either  to  adorn  |  *-!«  />J,  ^P°^ 
a  moral.     The  Look  distorts  nothing  and  conceals  nothing.  -Bristol  1  imei  c 


Mirror. 


U\ 
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Jiussia    U)ider    the    Tzars.     By  Stepniak, 

Author  of  "  Underofi'ound  Russia."  Translated  by  William 
Westall.     Third  Edition,  crown  8vo.,  cloth.     6s. 

•*  Excessively  interesting "We    would    bear   the   most   cordial 

lestimony  to  the  excellence  of  Stepniak's  work."— Ttmes. 

"  His  vivid  and  absorbing  book  should  be  read  and  pondered  by  everyone 
rho  appreciates  the  blessings  of  liberty." — Daily  Telegraph. 

'*  He  exposes  tbe  hideous  police  system,  he  tells  us  the  secrets  of  the  House 
)f  Preventive  Detection,  of  the  central  prisons,  and  the  Troubetzkoi  Ravelin, 
nd  gives  us  graphic  sketches  of  exile  life  on  the  shores  of  the  White  Sea  and  in 

;be  bagnios  of  Siberia For  all  wbo  would  form  an  adequate  idea  of 

he  present  condition  of  Eussia,  gauge  its  capacity  for  war,  or  attempt  to 
brecast  its  future,  Stepniak's  work  is  indispensable."' — Spectator. 

"  A  remarkable  work,  and  it  appears  at  a  most  opportune  moment.  .  .  . 
The  state  of  things  in  Russian  prisons,  so  far  as  political  prisoners  are 
concerned,  as  revealed  by  Stepniak,  is  hideous,  if  it  be  true.  If  it  be  untrue 
the  Russian  Government  ought,  for  its  own  honour's  sake,  to  refute  his  state- 
ments  What  he  describes  is  terrible." — Athenceum. 

"  Thrilling  pictures  of   the  terrors  of   prison  life Tourgeniefif 

and  Stepniak,  indeed,  illustrate  one  another.  Naturally  the  novelist  tells 
nothing  of  the  worst  side,  the  life  in  a  Yakout  hut  for  instance  (fancy  the 
flower  of  a  nation  being  brutalized  by  treatment  of  that  kindi;  the  riot 
produced  in  a  Siberian  prison  that  the  governor  may  account  for  several  escapes, 
due  to  gross  negligence,  by  saying  that  'the  rules  were  tooeas_y;'  the  hunger 
strikes — prisoners  starving  themselves  to  death ;  the  coarse  tyranny  with  its 
petty  tortures,  ...  It  is,  of  course,  as  interesting  as  a  novel.  We  fear  its 
thrilling  details  are  true  as  well  as  interesting." — Graphic. 

"  A  striking  book,  which  appears  opportunely  at  a  time  when  Europe  is 
occupied  in  watching  the  beginning  of  another  stage  of  her  development. 
Stepniak  writes  with  a  vigour  and  passion  which  must  command  attention." — 
Melbourne  Argus. 


Court  Life  Beloiu  Stairs:   or,  London 

UNDER  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  By  J.  Fitzgerald 
MoLLOY.  Author  of  "  Royalty  Restored."  2  vols,  crown 
8vo.,  cloth.     ]2s. 

"  Mr.  Molloy's  style  is  crisp,  and  carries  the  reader  along ;  his  portraits  of 
the  famous  men  and  women  of  the  time  are  etched  with  care,  and  his  narrative 
rises  to  intensity  and  dramatic  impressiveness  as  he  follows  the  latter  days  of 
Queen  Caroline." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

"  Mr.  Molloy's  style  is  bright  and  fluent,  picturesque  and  animated,  and  he 
tells  bis  stories  with  unquestionable  skill  and  vivacity." — Athenceum. 
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•'  The  nfirrative  is  fluent  and  amusing,  and  is  far  more  instructive  than  nin 
tenths  of  the  novels  published  nowadays." — St.  Jameiis  Gazette. 

"  Mr.  Molloj's  narrative  is  concise,  and  exhibits  a  wide  acquaintance  wit 
the  men  and  manners  of  the  age.  The  anecdotes  of  the  famous  men  of  fushio 
wits,  fools,  or  knaves  introduced  are  amusing,  and  several  not  generally  know 
enliven  the  pages."— J/or/j7«r/  Pout. 

"  Well  written,  full  of  facts  bearing  on  every  subject  under  consideration,  at 
abounding  with  anecdotes  of  gay  and  witty  debauchees." — DaiUj  relegrapli. 

"  What  Pepys  has  done  for  the  Stuarts,  Mr.  Molloy  has  done  for  the 
Hanoverian  successors.  This  result  of  his  arduous  investigations  is  one  of  ti 
most  interesting  works  which  has  ever  come  under  our  notice.  It  is  impossib 
to  open  the  books  at  any  part  without  feeling  an  overpowering  desire  to  contini 
the  iderusaV'—Newca.'itle  Chronicle. 


Songs    from      the      Novelists ;     fron 

ELIZABETH  TO  VICTORIA.  Edited,  and  with  intr^ 
diiction  and  notes,  by  W.  Davenport  Adams.  Printed  i 
brown  ink  on  Dutch  hand-made  paper.  Bound  in  iUnminate 
parchment,  rough  edges,  gilt  top.     Fcap  4to.     12s.  6d. 

"  A  volume  of  exceptional  interest Marvellously  comprehensiv 

and,  to  a  great  extent,  breaks  up  new  ground The  interest  of  tl 

volume  is  inexhaustible." — Globe. 

"  A  handsome  volume  for  the  drawing-room  table.     A  splendid  book,  usef 

and   ornamental Tlie  publishers  as  well  as  the  Editor  have  d'\ 

played  perfect  taste  in  the  production  of  the  work." — Life. 

"  It  has  been  a  happy  thought,  and  so  far  as  our  recollection  allows  us 
suppose,  it  is  an  original  one,  to  collect  the  lyrics  interspersed  in  English,  proi 
fiction.     The  dainty  volume  is  the  painstaking  compilation  of  Mr.  W.  Davenpo 
Adams." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  A  happy  idea  occurred  to  Mr.  Davenport  Adams  when  he  determined  to  eolle 
from  the  pages  of  English  novels,  dating  from  Elizabeth  to  Victoria,  a  series  ( 
representative  songs.  The  result  of  his  labours  is  a  volume  containing  over  on 
hundred  and  twenty  poetic  gems,  many  of  which  are  of  such  beauty  and  wort 
that  one  can  hardly  forbear  the  question- Why  has  it  not  been  done  before 
Probably  no  one  has  hitherto  credited  our  English  novelists  witli  the  possessio-. 
of  sufficient  poetic  genius,  and  if,  in  some  standard  work  of  fiction,  an  odd  vers 
or  so  should  find  its  way  into  the  author's  accustomed  prose,  it  has  not  m( 

with  much  attention  or  respect  on  the  part  of  tlie  read^-r To  moi 

people  this  publication  will  come  as  a  revelation." — Murninrj  PoA. 
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Philosojjliy   ill   The   Kitchen :    General 

HINTS  ON  FOODS  AND  DRINKS.  By  the  Author 
of"  The  Reminiscences  of  an  Old  Bohemian,"  &c.  Crown 
8vo.,  cloth.     8s.  6d. 

"The  most  recommendable  book  on  cookery  that  has  been  published 
in  England  for  many  long  days." — Saturday  Review. 

"  The  recipes  in  the  Old  Bohemian's  '  Philosophy  in  the  Kitchen  '  makes 
one's  mouth  water." — Graphic. 

"The  Old  Bohemian  is  a  cordon  hh-ii  among  cooks,  and  a  capital  raconteur. 
His  chapter  on  salads  alone  is  worth  the  price  of  the  book." — Lady. 

"  A  racy,  chatty,  and  instructive  book." — Scotsma7i. 

"A  remarkable  book,  cleverly  written,  full  of  thought  and  brimming 
over  with  origmal  suggestions." — British  Confectioner. 

•'  Excellent  recipes,  some  of  which  are  absolutely  new." — Figaro. 

"Will  quicldy  take  its  place  among  the  culinary  standards  of  Brillat-Savarin, 
Kettner,  Fin-Bee,  Tegetmeier,  and  the  no  less  able,  but  more  desultory,  George 
Augustus  Sala." — Practical  Confectioner. 

"  An  amusing  cookery-book,  probably  the  only  one  in  the  language. 
To  housekeepers  who  are  not  above  taking  valuable  hints  as  to  the  preparation 
of  food,  10  those  who  look  upon  eating  and  drinking  as  the  chief  ends  of 
life,  and  to  all  and  sundry  who  like  useful  information  none  the  less  because  it 
is  lightened  with  genial  gossip  and  spiced  with  sparkling  anecdote,  '  Philosophy 
in  the  Kitchen  '  is  a  book  we  can  recommend." — Spectator. 

"  Sets  forth  the  conclusion  with  regard  to  meat  and  drink  of  one  who 
has  had  many  opportunities,  and  has  used  them  wisely  and  well.  He  is  a  prophet 
to  whom  the  dyspetic  may  listen  on  occasion  with  pleasure,  and  of  whom  the 
haughtiest  plain  cook  may  learn  certain  virtues  of  practice.  His  remarks  on  the 
distillation  of  coffee  are  such  as  should  be  read  in  every  kitchen." — Athe?iteum. 

' '  Full  of  useful  and  sensible  advice  to  cooks  and  their  accomplices ;  and  receipt 
after  receipt,  blended  with  anecdotes  new  and  old,  take  this  volume  out  of  the 
usual  run  of  cookery-books." — Chemist  and  Druyyist. 


Folk  and  Fairy  Tales.  By  Mrs.  Burton 
Harrison.  With  Twenty-four  original  whole  page  Illustra- 
tions by  Walter  Crane.  In  pictorial  cloth  case  specially 
designed  by  Walter  Crane.     Gilt  edges.    7s.  6d. 

"  Messrs.  Ward  and  Downey  have,  in  '  Folk  and  Fairy  Tales,'  by  Mrs. 
Burton  Harrison,  earned  the  gratitude  of  the  youngsters,  for  the  fairy  etoiies 
are  all  good,  well-written,  and  excellently  illustrated."— Fauifj/  Fair. 
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FOLK  AND  FAIRY  TALES— continued. 

"  Mr.  Crane's  prettiest  pictures.     .     .     The  stories  are  well  told  and  entei 
taining.'" — Saturday  Review. 

"  Regi  is  Mrs.  Burton  Harrison's  hero,  a  lonely  little  boj  in  a  big  house,  sm 
rounded  by  any  number  of  servants,  a  not  too  kind  governess,  and  a  papa  who  is  to 
busy  in  his  business  to  find  time  to  pet  Regi.  In  fact,  in  the  house  evei7thin 
seems  to  be  out  sympathy  with  child-nature.  But  it  is  not  so.  The  items  of  bric-o 
hrac  that  lie  about  the  drawing-room  are  moved  to  speech  ;  some  eighteei 
pieces  each  tell  a  story,  befitting  its  caste  and  country.  In  this  way  a  '  Russiai 
Tea-Urn  '  relates  in  a  new  form  the  storv  of  '  Vasilissa,  the  Wise,'  the  '  Thre 
Silver  Feathers,'  aversion  of  an  old  Welsh  Romance;  the  'Arabian  Pipe,' 
resetting  from  the  '  Arabian  Nights ;'  the  '  Norwegian  Wedding  Crown,'  a  stor 
from  the  Norse  ;  and  so  on  throughout  the  book.  But  Mrs.  Burton  Harrison' 
resettings  of  these  twice-told  tales  are  entertaining  ;  she  has  the  gift  of  telling 
story  so  that  it  will  catch  a  child's  ear,  and  that  in  my  opinion,  is  amoui 
writers  a  rare  accomplisbment.  It  should  commend  the  book  not  only  to  ever 
nursery  and  scboolroom  but  to  all  such  as  deligbt  in  reminiscences  of  their  as 
of  pinafores.  The  four-and-twenty  pictures  from  Mr.  Walter  Crane's  pen  tha 
illustrate  the  stories  should  not  be  passed  over  without  a  word  of  praise.  Mr 
Walter  Crane  is  a  mannerist,  but  his  mannerisms  are  invariably  refined  aii 
artistic.  In  the  illustrations  to  Mrs.  Harrison's  book  he  has  given  play  to  hi 
fancy,  and  the  result  is  excellent.  The  pictures  are  above,  in  no  small  degreei 
the  ordinary  type  of  book  illustrations.  Mr.  Walter  Crane  has  producec 
nothing  to  equal  them  since  he  published  his  delightful  '  Grimm,'  in  1882."— 
Pictorial  World.  ', 

"  Hans  Andersen,  of  course,  is  the  master  of  this  kind  of  story  telling,  ant 
we  cannot  read  any  book  of  this  sort  without  thinking  of  him ;  but  Mrs.  Burtoii 
Harrison  is  a  verj'  apt  and  skilful  disciple,  and  there  are  not  a  few  of  these- ' 
they  number  some  twenty  altogether — which  are  well  worthy  of  the  magiciar 
himself.  Mr.  W^alter  Crane  seconds  the  author's  pen  most  excellently  with  hi; 
pencil." — Spectator. 

"  Fortunate  is  the  author  whose  book  is  illustrated  by  Mr.  Walter  Crane 
The  matter  it  contains  will  at  any  rate  be  well  recommended  by  the  picture, 
which  accompany  it.  '  Folk  and  Fairy  Tales  '  by  Mrs.  Burton  Harrison  possess 
this  advantage,  but  it  must  also  be  said  that  they  could  very  well  stand  alonf 
on  their  own  merits.  Mrs.  Harrison  has  collected  a  number  of  fairy  tales  oi 
different  countries,  and  has  told  them  in  a  simple  and  attractive  style.  Thej 
lie  out  of  the  beaten  highways  of  fairv^  tales,  and  will  be  new  to  most  readers  , 
but  they  have  the  genuine  ring  of  folklore  about  them.  It  will  probably  strike 
even  ardent  admirers  of  Mr.  Crane  that  the  absence  of  colour  has  enabled  him 
to  give  freer  scope  to  his  imagination,  and  that  the  bright  coloured  picture 
books  by  which  he  is  so  well  known  may  tend  by  their  readiness  of  effect  to 
hinder  the  exercise  of  the  finer  qualities  of  his  art.  These  are  abundantly 
manifested  in  the  beautiful  drawings  scattered  through  the  volume." — 
Manchester  Guardian. 

"  It  is  many  a  long  day  since  we  have  seen  such  a  capital  collection  of  stories 
(or  little  people   as  Mrs.   Burton  Harrison's   'Folk  and  Fairy  Tales,'  a  new 
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FOLK   AND   FAIRY   T XT. ES— continued. 

budget  from  Fairyland  just  published  by  Messrs.  Ward  and  Dovmey.     The  book 
is  illustrated  with  no  end  of  pretty  pictures  by  Mr.  Walter  Craue." — Lady. 

"  '  Folk  and  Fairy  Tales  '  are  welcomed  with  delight,  and  serve  to  restore 
that  lightness  of  heart  which  should  never  be  absent  from  the  young.  The  idea 
of  making  tbe  various  objects  in  the  room  tell  their  tales  to  a  little  boy  is  not, 
perhaps,  quite  original,  if  indeed  such  a  thing  as  originality  exists  after  so  many 
centuries ;  but  it  is  well  carried  out,  and  the  pictures  by  Mr.  Walter  Crane  are 
drawn  in  a  fanciful  style,  well  suited  to  the  test,  and  characteristic  of  the 
artist." — Morning  Post. 

"  Both  young  and  old  lovers  of  fairy  tales  owe  a  debt  of  gratitude  to  Mrs. 
Burton  Harrison  for  the  publication  of  this  delightful  volume.  It  consists  of 
the  tales  which  were  told  to  a  companionless  little  boy  by  the  very  cosmopolitan 
contents  of  his  father's  drawing-room.  It  kept  up  the  writer  of  this  notice 
much  later  than  his  usual  bedtime.  The  book  is  tastefully  bound,  and  the 
paper  and  printing  is  all  that  can  be  desired,  while  of  the  illustrations  we  need 
only  say  that  they  are  by  Walter  Crane.  This  is  one  of  the  most  charming  gift 
books  we  have  seen  this  season." — Sheffield  Daily  Teleyraph. 

"  This  is  really  a  splendid  book  for  children,  containing  some  twenty 
captivating  stories  of  just  the  right  length,  with  an  ample  number  of  excellent 
illustrations." — London  Fiyaro.'" 

"  The  tales  are  exactly  such  as  children  love,  ani  are  told  in  a  simple  and 
attractive  manner.  The  book  is  handsomely  bound  and  tastefully  printed.  The 
design  on  the  cover  is  very  quaint  and  pretty." — Bayswater  Chronicle. 

"  Who  doesn't  revel  in  fairy  tales  ?  They  seem  to  charm  us  almost  from 
the  cradle  to  the  grave.  No  sooner  does  the  mind  arrive  at  the  stage  of 
comprehension  and  the  tongue  can  lisp  a  few  words,  the  request  is  foremost, 
'  Tell  me  a  story  I'  In  middle  age  it  is  much  the  same,  although  under  another 
form,  and  age  loves  to  hear  again  the  stories  it  heard  in  childhood.  A  delightful 
collection  has  been  formed  by  Mrs.  Burton  Harrison  The  idea  is  pretty.  A 
little  boy  in  New  York  dreams  that  he  is  in  the  drawing-room  when,  to  his 
surprise,  all  the  ornaments  and  curios  scattered  around  are  suddenly  endowed 
with  powers  of  speech,  and,  after  an  amusing  squabble  among  themselves,  they 
proceed  to  tell  him  strange  tales  of  all  countries.  Thus  '  Folk  and  Fairy  Tales"' 
proves  to  be  a  most  delightful  gathering  of  legendaiy  and  fairy  lore." — Lady's 
Pictorial. 

"  The  book  is  profusely  illustrated  with  good  woodcuts  from  drawings  by 
Walter  Crane,  and  taking  it  all  in  all,  it  ought  to  be  a  welcome  Christmas  gift 
to  the  young  ones  for  whom  it  has  been  published." — Freeman's  Journal. 

"  The  scheme  of  the  author,  whose  '  Old-fashioned  Fairy  Tales.'  of  last  year 
we  have  not  forgotten,  is  the  one  familiar  to  all  readers  of  Hans  Andt-rsen,  of 
making  a  number  of  inanimate  objects  tell  the  story  of  their  former  life  or  of 
their  own  country  to  a  child.  In  this  case,  the  oljects  are  not  the  worn-out 
playthings  of  a  Scandinavian  cottage,  but  the  bric-a-brac  of '  a  spacious  house  in 
upper  Fifth  Avenue.'  Mr.  Walter  Crane  has  evidently  taken  great  pains  over 
the  illustrations,  which  reach  a  uniformly  high  standard." — Academy. 
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MR.  B.  L  FARJEON'S  RECENT  NOVELS. 


Ill    a    Silver    Sea.      Second   Edition.      3   vols. 
Crown  8vo.     31s.  6d. 

"  Those  -who  commence  it  will  become  more  and  more  interested,  be  unable 
to  put  it  down  until  they've  finigbed  the  third  volume,  and  then  will  breathe 
again,  and  be  inclined  to  wonder  how  on  earth  it  was  they  have  been  so  spell- 
bound. For  it  is  a  quaint,  weird,  thrilling,  mysterious,  nightmarish  work,  like 
a  screen  of  fantastic  scraps  put  together  with  some  sort  of  mysterious  purpose, 
rivetting  attention,  and  exciting  curiosity.  Occasionally  the  jerky  dialogue 
recalls  Victor  Hugo's  style,  especially  in  '  L'Homme  qui  Eit.'  '  In  a  Silver  Sea ' 
may  be  classed  with  '  Tiea&ure  Island,'  '  In  a  Glass  Darkly,'  '  Uncle  Silas,' 
•  King  Solo-non's  Mines.'  .  .  .  The  creepiest  creepers  have  been  Mr.  Le 
Fanu's.  But  Mr.  Farjeon  has  run  him  very  near,  and  thrown  in  a  touch  of 
Hugoesque  dialogue  into  the  bargain." — Punch. 

The  Saered  Nugget.      Fourth  Edition.     Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

"  The  story  is  so  interesting  as  to  force  one  to  turn  over  over  the  pages  with 
Something  like  real  excitement." — Athenceum. 

Great  Porter  Square :   A  Mystery.  Fifth 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"A  masterpiece  of  realistic  fiction." — Morning  Post. 

"  Oae  of  the  cleverest  and  most  fascinating  stories  of  the  day." — Society. 

The   House   of   White    Shadows.     Third 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
"  A  genuine  bit  of  romance  powerfully  told." — The  World. 
"  An  ably-written,  interesting,  even  engrossing  tale.'"— Saturday  Review. 

Grif:  a  Story  of  Australian  Life.  Picture 

boards.     2s. 

'•  One  of  the  best  stories  he  has  produced,  and  full  of  high  dramatic  interest." 
Scotsman. 
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m.  F.  C.  PHILIPS'  RECENT  WORKS  OF  FICTION, 


A  Liicliij  Young  Woman.     3  vols.    Crown 

8vo.     31s.  6d. 

"  The  author  of  '  As  in  a  Looking-Glass  '  has  followed  up  his  success  with 
another  novel  well  adapted  to  hit  the  fancy  of  the  modern  novel  reader.  '  A 
Lucky  Young  Woman'  is  written  in  an  easy,  flowing  style  ....  Mr.  Philips' 
racy  though  somewhat  egotistical  humour  just  suits  the  jaded  palate  of  the 
day." — Times. 

"  There  is  something  of  the  style  of  Henry  Kingsley  about  this  novel — a  com- 
parison by  which  we  mean  a  great  compliment,  for  Henry  Kingsley,  when  he 
was  in  the  humour,  had  a  certain  art  of  carrying  the  reader  with  him  that  few 
novelists  have  surpassed." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  The  characters  are  crisply  sketched,  the  touch  is  true  and  bold ; 
The  story's  fresh  and  full  of  go,  and  capitally  told." — Punch. 

•'  It  is  impossible  to  praise  Mr.  Philips'  style  too  highly ;  it  is  brilliant,  full 
of  colour,  yet  crisp  and  concise.     He  does  not  affect  ordinary  humour,  but  his 

wit  is  incisive The  tale  runs  smoothly  from  first  chapter  to  last,  and  the 

interest  is  kept  up  to  the  end.  '  A  Lucky  Young  Woman  '  is  in  short  a  brilliant 
novel  of  the  very  best  kind.  It  places  the  author  in  the  first  rank  of  English 
rtovelists.^' — St.  Stephen's  Review. 

"  We  can  bestow  unstinted  praise  on  the  unflagging  spirit  and  genuine  humour 
with  which  Mr.  Philips  tells  his  story." — AthcncP.uni. 

As  in  a  Loohing- Glass.       with  a  Frontispiece 
by  Gordon  Browne.     Fourth  edition.    Crown  8to.    6s. 

"  Clever  beyond  any  common  standard  of  cleverness." — Daihj  Telegraph. 

"  Eemarkably  clever,  full  of  sustained  interest." — World. 

"  There  are  ingenuity  and  originality  in  the  conception  of  the  book,  and 
power  in  its  working  out." — Scotsman. 

"  A  powerful  tragedy,  a  portfolio  of  character  sketches,  and  a  diorama  of 
society  scenes.     Its  characters  are  all  real  and  living  personages." — Globe. 

"  It  will  be  praised  here,  censured  there,  and  read  eve-ywhere  ;  for  it  is 
unconventional  and  origmal,  and  in  every  sense  a  most  attractive  and  remark- 
able novel." — Life. 

"  It  shows  abundant  cleverness,  much  knowledge  of  some  curious  phases  of 
life,  and  a  real  insight  into  certain  portions  of  that  mysterious  organ,  the 
female  heart." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  Mr.  Philips'  story  is  a  work  of  art,  and,  being  much  superior  to  the  rough 
sketches  of  an  average  novelist,  it  dis-charges  the  true  function  of  every  work 
of  art  by  representing  things  as  they  actually  are,  and  teaching  the  observer  to 
discriminate  between  appearances  andrealities." — Saturday  Review. 

Social  Vicissitudes.       Crown  8vo,  6s. 

"  The  smartest  and  most  amusing  »;et  of  sketches  that  has  appeared  since 
Mrs.  Linton  lashed  the  Young  Woman  of  the  Period." — St.  Steplien's  Review. 
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Snow-hound  at  Earile's,     By  Bket  Harte. 

Crown  8yo.     Cloth.     2s.  Gd. 

"  '  Snow-bouud  at  Eagle's  '  is  in  a  Fomawhat  gayer  vein  than  most  of  Mr. 
Bret  Harte's  longer  stories.  The  scene  is,  as  usual,  laid  in  the  far  West,  and 
tl)e  effect  of  the  story  consists  in  the  contrast  between  the  wild  life  and  the 
civilization  which  lie  so  close  together,  and  the  setting  of  it  shows  another  fresh 

bit  of  vigorously  sketched  landscape The  characters  are  struck  off 

with  the  author's  invariable  precision,  and  the  story  is  told  with  his  own 
inimitable  terseness  and  careful  avoidance  of  any  reflections  or  descriptions 
which  do  not  make  directly  for  the  end  he  has  in  view.  It  is  one  of  his 
brightest  and  most  readable  stories." — Atheiiceuin. 

"  In  the  character  of  Ned  Falkner,  Bret  Harte  has  created  the  sort  of  man 
who  is  best  described  as  '  an  archangel  a  little  damaged,'  which  was  Lamb's 

description  of  Coleridge Force  of  circumstances  turns  Ned  for  the 

nonce  into  a  species  of  highwayman,  and  in  that  novel  capacity  he,  with  his 
bosom  friend  George  Lee,  is  '  snow-bound  at  Eagle's  '  in  the  company  of  some 
of  the  most  fascinating  women  Bret  Harte  has  yet  created.  The  whole  action 
of  the  story  takes  place  in  about  a  fortnight,  and  the  author  skilfully  shows  how 
much  may  happen  in  that  brief  space  to  make  or  mar  a  life." — Whitehall 
Review. 

"  Bret  Harte's  hand  has  clearly  not  forgot  its  cunning,  and  in  '  Snow-bound 
at  Eagle's  '  we  have  something  in  the  old  style  of  '  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.' 
.  .  .  .  Well  and  vividly  told ;  and  at  some  points  the  interest  is  intense; 
It  is  Bret  Harte  all  through,  and  often  Bret  Harte  at  his  best." — Aberdeen 
Journal.  l 

"  A  strongly  sensational  sketch  of  the  characters  of  a  couple  of  '  roac 
agents,'  as  highwaymen  are  called  in  the  Far  West.  The  author,  in  liii 
customary  manner,  and  with  all  his  old  charm  of  style,  points  his  moral  tha- 
there  is  some  good  la  the  worst  of  men,  which  developes  itself  under  favourabls 
influences,  and  the  manner  in  which  the  chance  associatioQ  with  three  gocw 
women  softens  and  ennobles  the  character  of  these  two  unprincipled  ujen  i; 
dealt  with  in  a  tonching  yet  humorous  fashion  that  is  perfectly  irresistible 
As  in  all  the  author's  works  the  people  and  places  are  refreshingly  unconven 
tional,  and  I  have  seldom  read  a  book  of  his  that  I  like  more,  although  other 
have  more  deeply  touched  me.  You  will  agree  with  me  that  '  Snow-bound  a 
Eagle's  '  is  certainly  a  book  to  read  more  than  once." — Society. 

"  A  delightful  little  novel The  sketches  of  frontier  life  have  a! 

the  old  power." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  The  story  and  the  situations  are  entirely  original.  .  .  .  .  Th 
dialogue  serves  to  bring  out  the  individuality  of  each  character,  a  rare  excellenc( 
The  "plot  is  natural,   and  the  situations   striking  and  suggestive.     The  wore 

painting  is  a  triumph  of  simplicity  and  literary  instinct By  a 

lovers  of  literature,  as  well  as  by  all  readers  of  fiction,  '  Snow-bound  i 
Eagle's  '  will  be  enjoyed  as  containing  some  of  its  distinguished  author's  bef 
and  most  charactetistic  work." — Pictorial  Worli^- 
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NEW  SERIES  OF  SHILLING   NOVELS. 

♦ 

Lady  VahcortKs  Diamonds,  By  the  Author 

"A  Mental  Struggle." 

A    Prince     of    DarJniess.     By  Floeence 

Warden.     Author  of  "  The  House  on  the  Marsh,"  &c. 

"  A  spirited  melodrama,  written  with  unflagging  buoyancy,  and  overflowing 
\fith  exciting  occurrences." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

Mollia.      (Popular  Edition  of  ''  Christmas  AngeL") 
By  B.  L.  Farjeon. 

••  A  gem  of  truthful,  powerful,  poetic  writing,  and  the  striking  originality  of 
conception  and  idea,  which  distinguishes  it  throughout,  marks  it  as  a  work 
apart." — Morning  Advertiser. 

Olive r^S    Bride,      a    Modern    story.     By    Mrs. 
Oliphant.     Tenth  thousand. 

"  A  perfect  gem." — Vanity  Fair. 

"  A  powerful  story,  told  in  elegant  Englii=h Full  of  dramatic 

power." — Saturday  Reviexc. 

The  Bar}:  House ;    a  Knot  Unravelled. 

By  George  Manmlle  Fenn.     Xew  and  Enlarged  Edition. 
Fifteenth  thousand. 

"An  inscrutable  and  bewildering  mystery."— PaZZ  Mall  Gazette. 

A  Beadly  Errand.      By  Max  Hillary.    Author 
of  ''  Once  for  All,"  ^'c. 
•'  Not  the  sort  of  book  people  should  read  just  before  going  to  bed,  because 
when  once  taken  up  it  is  impossible  to  put  it  down  until  it  is  finished." — 
Whitehall  Revieic. 

Eve  at  the  Wheel.      A  story  of  Three  Hundred 
Virgins.     By  George  ^Ianatlle  Fenn.     Tenth  thousand. 

"  The  story  is  unusually  original,  both  in  plot  and  treatment."— J/anc/j^sfer 
Otuirdian. 

"  A  delightfully  fresh  and  readable  eiorj.'"— Glasgow  Herald. 

Eaten  TJp.     By  "  Eostox." 

"  A  curiously  engrossing  story." — Society. 
"  This  spirited  story.     .     .  It  is  a  novelette  after  the  manner  of  the  famous 
Bcries  which  were  written  by  Harriet  Marticeau,  that  is  to  say  it  Las  been 
written  with  a  purpose,  and  it  is  remarkably  well  done.'"— Topical  Timet. 
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